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BOOK I. 

Ah ! who can tell how hard it is to climb 
The steep tvrhere Fame''8 proud temple shines afiurl 
Ah ! who can tell how many a soul sublime 
Hath felt the influence of malignant star. 
And wag'd with Fortune an eternal war ; 
Check'd by the scoflf of Pride, by Envy's frown. 
And Poyerty's unconquerable bar. 
In life's low vale remote hath pin'd alone, 
TBeQ dropt into the grave, un^ntied and unknown. 

And yet the languor of inglorious days 
Not equally oppressive is to all : 
Him, who ne'er listen'd to the voice of praise, 
The silence of n^lect can ne'er appal. 
There are, who, deaf to mad Ambition's call, 
Would shrink to hear the obstrq;)erous,trump of Fame 
Supremely blest, if to their portion fell 
Health, competence, and peace. Nor higher aim 
Had Aft whose simple tale these artless lines proclaim* 

Th« T«Us of fame I will not now explore ; 
Nor DMd I here describe in learned lay, 

1* 
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How ftrtb The Mtnttrel iar'd in days of yore, 
Bigfat glad of heart, bat homely in array ; 
His waTing locks and beard all hoary gray : 
And from his bending shoulder decent hong 
His harp, the sole companion of his way. 
Which to the whistling wind responsive rung : 
And ever as he went some merry lay he sung. 

Fret not thyself, tkou glittering child of pride, 
That a poor villager inspires my strain ; 
With thee let Pageantry and Power abide : 
The gentle Muses haunt the sylvan reign ; 
'^VThere thro' wild groves at eve the lonely swain 
EnrapturM roams, to gaze on Nature's charms. 
They hate the sensual, and scorn the vain. 
The parasite their influence never warms. 
Nor him whose sordid soul the love of gold alarms. 

Though richest hues the peacock's plumes adorn, 
Yet horror screams from his discordant throat. 
Rise, sons of harmony, and hail the mom. 
While warbling larks on russet pinions float :] 
Or seek at noon the woodland scene remote, 
Where the gray linnets carol from the hilL 
O let them ne'er, with artificial note, 
To please a tyrant strain their little bill. 
But sing what Heaven inspires, and wander where thty 
will. . 

Liberal, not lavish, is kind Nature^ hand ; 
Nor was perfection made for man below. 
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^^ ail her schemes with nicest art are plami'd. 
Good coimteracting ill, and gladness wo. 
With g^ld and gems if Chilian mountains glow, 
If bleak and barren Scotia^s hills arise ; 
There plague and poison, lust and rapine grow ; 
Here peaceful are the vales, and pure the skies, 
And ireedom fires the soul, and sparkles in the eyes. 

Then grieve not, thou, to whom the indulgent Mas* 
Vouchsafes a portion of celestial fire ; 
Nor blame the partial Fates, if they refuse 
The imperial banquet and the rich attire. 
Know thine own worth, and reverence the lyre. 
Wilt thou debase the heart which God refin'd ? 
No ; let thy heaven-taught soul to heaven aspire, 
To fancy, freedom, harmony, resign ; 
Ambition's grovelling crew for ever left behind. 

Canst thou forego the pure ethereal soul, 
In each fine sense so exquisitely keen. 
On the dull couch of luxury to loll. 
Stung with disease and stupified with spleen ; 
Fain to implore the aid of Flattery's screen ; 
Even firom thyself thy loathsome heart to hide, 
(The mansion then no more of joy serene,) 
Where fear, distrust, malevolence, abide. 
And impotent desire, and disappointed pride ? 

O how canst thou renounce the boundless store 
Of charms which Nature to her votary yields ; 
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The.varbling; woodland, the resounding shore, 
The pomp of groves, and garniture of fields; 
All that the genial ray of morning gilds, 
And an that echoes to the song of even, 
All that the mountain's -sheltering bosom shields, 
And all the dread magnificence of heaven, — 
O how canst thou renounce, and hope to be forgiven ? 

These charms shall work thy soul's eternal health. 
And love, and gentlen^s, Imd joy, impart ; 
But these thou must renounce, if lust of wealth 
E'er win its way to thy corrupted heart ; 
For, ah ! it poisons like a scorpion's dart ; 
Prompting th' ungenerous wish, the selfish «cheme. 
The stem resolve, unmov'd by pity's smart, 
The troublous day, and long distressful dream. — 
Return, my roving muse, resume thy purposed theme. 

There liv'd in Gothic days, as legends tell, 

A shepherd-swain, a man of low degree ; 

Whose sires, perchance, m Fairyland might dwell, 

Sicilian groves, or vales^f Arcady ; 

But he, I ween, was of the north countrie :* 

A nation fam'd for song, and beauty's charms ; 

Zealous, yet modest ; innocent, though free ; 

* Th«n is btrdlf aa ancMot Ballad or Romance wherein a Minstrel or Harper 
^>p«an, bat be ia eharaeterized, bjr way of eminence, to haTe been ** of the North 
Cooatrie." It k probable, that under thii iqipellation were formerly comprehend- 
ed all (ha profJaMi to the aorth of the Treat See PerceyU Emsj on the Snf Ueh 
Miaatrelt. 
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Patieiitoftoil; serene amidst alarms; 
Inflexible in fiith ; invincible in arms. 

The ahepherdfewain of whom I mention madei 
On Scotia^ mountains fed his little flock ; 
The sickle, sythe, or plough, he never sway'd ; 
An honest heart was almost all his stock ; 
His drink the livings water from the rock : 
The milky dams supplied his board, and lent 
Their kindly fleece to baffle winter's shock ; 
And he, tho' oft with dust and sweat besprent, 
0id ipiide and goard their wanderings, wheresoe'er 
they went. 

From labour health, from health contentment Bpr]il||» 
Contentment opes the source of «yery Joy : 
He envied not, he never thought of kings : 
Nor from those appetites sustain'd annoy, 
Whidi chance may frustrate or indulgence cloy : 
Nor &te his calm and humble hopes begail*d ; 
He moum''d no recreant friend, nor mistress coy, 
For on his vows the blameless Phcdbe smil'd. 
And her alone he lov'd, and lov'd her from a child. 

No Jealousy their dawn of love o'ercast, 

Nor blasted were their wedded days with strife | 

Each season look'd delightful, as it past. 

To the fond husband, and the faithful wife. 

Beyond the lowly vale of shepherd life 

They never roam'd ; secvre beneath the storm 

Which in ambition's lofly land is rife, 
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Where peace and love are cankered by the worm 
Of pride, each bud of joy industrious to deform* 

The wight, whose tale these artless lines unfold, 
Was all the offipring of this humble pair. 
His birth no oracle or seer foretold : 
No prodigy appeared in earth or air. 
Nor aught that might a strange event declare. 
You guess each circumstance of Edwin's birth ; 
The parent's transport and the parent's care ; 
The gossip's prayer for wealth, and wit and worth ; 
And one long summer-day of indolence and mirth. 

And yet poor Edwin was no yulgar boy ; 
. Deep thought oft seem'd to fix his infimt eye : 
Dainties he heeded not, nor gaude, nor toy* 
Save one short pipe of rudest minstrelsy. 
Silent, when glad ; affectionate, though shy; 
And now his look was most demurely sad. 
And now'he laugh'd aloud, yet none knew why : 
The neighbours star'd and sigh'd, yet bless'd the lad ; 
Some deem'd him wondrous wise, and some bdhay'd him 
mad. 

But why should I his childish feats display ? 
Concourse, and noise, and toil, he ever fled ; 
Nor cared to mingle in the clamorous firay 
Of squabbling imps, but to the forest sped. 
Or roam'd^at large the lonely mountain's head » 
Or, where the maze of some bewilder'd stream 
To deep untrodden'groves his footsteps led, 
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Then would he Tvander wild, till Phaebiis' bMm, 
Shot from the western cliff, releaa'd the weary team. 

Th^ exploit of strength, dexterity, or speed, 
To him nor vanity nor joy could bring : 
His heart, from cmel sport estrang'd, would bleed 
To worlc the wo of any living thing. 
By trap, or net ; by arrow, or by sling; 
These he detested, those he scom'd to wield : 
He wish'd to be the guardian, not the king, 
Tyrant fiur less, or traitor of the field ;- 
And sure the sylvan reign unbloody joy might yield* 

Lo ! where the stripling, wrapt in wonder, roves 
Beneath the precipice o'erhung with pine ; 
And sees, on high, amidst the encircling groves, 
From cliff to cliff the foaming torrents shine : 
While waters, woods, and wiAds, in concert join, 
And echo sweUs the chorus to the skies- 
Would Edwin this majestic scene resign 
For aught the huntsman's pimy craft supplies ? 
Ah ! no : he better knows great Nature's channs to prize. 

And oft he trac'd the uplands to survey. 
When o'er the sky advanced the kindling dawn. 
The crimson elou^, blue main, and mountain gray« 
And lake, dim gleaming, on the smoky lawn ; 
Far to the West the long, long vale withdrawn, 
Where twilight loves to linger for a while ; 
And now he faintly kens the bounding fiiwn. 
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And yiUai^er abroad at early toil. — 
But, 1q ! the ^sun appears I and heaT«n, earthi poaan, 
smile. 

And oft the craggy cliff he loVd to dimb, 
Whoi aU in mist the world below was lost : 
What dreadful pleasure ! there to stand sublime 
Like shipwreck'd mariner on desert coast, 
And view th' enormous waste of vi^ur, toss'd 
In billows, leng^ening to the hcMrison round. 
Now scoop'd in gul&, with mountains now embossed ! 
And hear the voice of mirth and aoog rebound. 
Flocks, herds, and waterfalls, along the hoar profound* 

In truth he was a strange and wayward wight. 
Fond of each gentle^ and each dreadful scene ; 
In darkness, and in storm, he found delight : 
Nor less, than when onocean ware serene 
The southern sun diffused his daagling sheen. 
£yen sad vicissitttde amus'd his soul : 
And if a n^ would sometimes intervene, 
And down his cheek a tear of pity roll, 
A sigh, a tear, so sweet, he wished not to control. 

« O y» wild groves^ — O where is now your bloom V^ 
. (The ifuse interprets thus bis toider thought—) 
** Your fl«ywers,'your verdure, and your balmy gloom, 
** Of late so grateful in the hour of drought ! 
■^ Why do the birds, that song and rapture brought 
** To all your bowers, their mansions pow forsake : 
^ Ah 8 why has fickle chance this ruin wrought ? 
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*^ For Hour ihB storm howls mournful thro' the brake, 
* And the dead foliage flies in many a shs^eless flake. 

*^ Where now the rill, melodious, pure and cool, 
^ And meads, with life, and mirth, and beauty crown'd ! 
^Ah! see the nnsig^y slime, and sluggish pool, 
** Have all the solitary vale imbrown'd ; 
*^ Fled- each fiur form, and mute each melting sound ; 
«» The raven croaks forlorn on naked spray : 
** And, hark! the river bursting.every mound, 
^ Down the vale thunders, and with wasteful sway 
^ Uproots the grovc^ and roUs the shatter'd rocks away. 

■*Tet andi the destiny of all on earth : 
*^ So flonriahes and &des majestic Man : 
** Fair is thebud his vernal mom brings forth, 
** And fostering gales awfafte the nursling fim. 
** O anile, ye heavens, serene 2 ye mildews wan, 
■* Ye blighting whirlwmds, spare his balmy prime* 
M Nor lesaen of his life the Uttle span. 
> Bome en theswift, tho' silent, wings of Time^ 
«* OkUefft eoBMB on apace to ravage an the dime* 

«> Aadteitw* Let those deplore their dooon, 
<^ Whose hope atfll grovels in this dark sojourn : 
« But lofty aonla, who look beycmd the tomhy 
«da «■&§ at Fate» and wonder how thsQf meimu 
** Shan spring to these sad aeeaea BO fltoce return? 
*« b yontowETii tbe smi?l» etavatal bed.^^ 

« SeOBUhdltibe erieit wiOiiiiivrliasIre biini» 
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* And spring; shall soon her yital inflaence shed; 
** Again attune the grove, again adorn the mead* 

*^ Shall I be left abandoned in the dost, 
^ When Fate, relentuig, lets the flower rerire ? 
^ Shall Nature^ roice, to man alone unjust, 
*^ Bid him, tho* doomed to perish, hope to lire ? 
** Is it for this fidr Virtae oft most strive 
** With disappointment, penmy, and pain ? — 
^ No ; Heaven^s immortal spring shall jet arrive ; 
^ And man's migestic beauty bloom again, 
•^Bright thro' the eternal year of Love's Mnmphantrelgn*' 

This truth sublime his simple sire had taught, 
In sooth, twas almost all the shepherd knew : 
No subtle nor superfluous lore he sought. 
Nor ever wish'd his £di4b to pursue, 
(t Let man's own sphere," quoth he, <* confine hii view* 
M Be man's peculiar work his sole delight." 
And mudh and oft he wam'd him to eschew 
Falsehood and guile, and aye maintain the rightt 
By pleasure unsubdued, unawed by lawless might. 

*^ And, firom the prayer of Want, and plaint of Wo, 

«• O never, never turn away thine ear, 

M Forlorn in this bleak wilderness below, 

** Ah ! what were man, should Heaven seftm to lieirS 

*^ To others do (the law is not severe) 

*^ What to thyic^thou wishest to be done $ 

^ Forgive thy Ibet ^ end love thy parents dear. 
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** And friends and native land ; nor those alone ; 
* All haman weal and wo learn thou to make thine own** 

See in the rear of the warm sunny shower, 
The yisionarj boy for shelter fly ! 
For now the storm of summer-rain is o'er. 
And cool, and fresh, and frii^rant is the sky! 
And,lo! in the dark east, expanded high. 
The rainbow brightens to the setting sun ; 
Fond fool, that deem'st the streaming glory nigh. 
How vain the chase thine ardour has begun I 
Tit fled a&T) ere half thy purposed race be run. 

Yet conld'st thou learn, that thus it fiires with age, 
When pleasure, wealth, or power, the bosom warm* 
This baffled hope might tame thy manhood's rage. 
And disappointment of her sting disarm. — 
But why should foresight thy fond heart alarm? 
Perish the lore that deadens young desire ! 
Porsoe, poor imp, the imaginary charm, 
Indulge gay Hope, and Fancy's pleasing fire : 
Faney and Hope too soon shall of themselyes expire* 

When the long-sounding curfew from afar 
Loaded with loud lament the lonely gale, 
Toung Edwin, lighted by the evening star, 
Lingering and listening, wandered down the vale ; 
There would he dream of graves, and corses pale ^ 
" And ghosts, that to the chamel-dungeon throqg, 
And drag a length of clanking chain, and wail, - 
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Till sileDc'd by the owl's terrifio song;. 
Or blast that shrieks by fits the shudderingf idH aloBf • 

Or, when the settings moon, in crima<Hi died* 
Hung o'er the dark and melancholy deep, 
To haunted stream, remote from man he hiedi 
Where Fays of yore their revels wont to keep ; 
And there let Fancy Toam at lar§;e, till sleep 
A vision brought to his entranced sight. 
And first, a wildly-murmuring wind 'gan creep, 
Shrill to his rixiging ear ; then tapers hr^;ltt. 
With instantaneous gleam, illum'd the vault cf M^gfaiU 

Anon in view a portal's blason'd arch 
Arose ; the trumpet bids the valves nnfold« 
And forth an host of little warriors marchv 
Grasping the diamond lakice, and taige of gold* 
Their look was gentle, their demeanour bold, 
^knd green their helms, and gr^en their silk attire ; 
And here and there, right venerably old. 
The long-rob'd minstrels wake the warbling wire. 
And some with mellow breath the martial pipe inspirib 

With merriBMnt, and song, and timbrds dear, 
A troop of dames firom myrtle bowers advance ; 
The little warriors doff the targe ax^ spear. 
And loud enlivening strains provoke the dance ; 
They Meet, they dart away, they wheel askance ; 
To i%ht, te left, they tiirid the flying maze ; 
Horn bound ^loft with vigorous spring, thengla : •> 
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Rapid along: with maBy-colonred rayi 
Of tipeiBi gems, and gold, the echoing forests blaze.' 

The dream is fled. Froud harbinger of day, 
Who scar'dst the vision with thy clarion shrill, 
Fell chanticleer ! who oft hast 'reft away 
My fiittcied good, and brought substantial ill 1 

. O to thy earsed scream, discordant still. 
Let Harmony aye shut her gentle ear : 
Thy boastful mirtb let jealous rivals spill^ 
Insult thy crest, and glossy pinions tear, 

And ever in thy. dreams the ruthless fox appear. 

Forbear, my Muse. Let love attune thy line. 
Revoke the speU. Thine Edwin frets not so. 
For how should he at wicke^hance repine. 
Who feelf> from every change amusement flow ? 
Even now his eyes 'iv:ith smiles of rapture glow, 
As on he wanders through the scenes of mom. 
Where the fresh flowers in Lnng lustre blow. 
Where thousand pearb the dewy lawns adorn, 
§i thousand notes of joy in every breeze are borne. 

But who the melodies of mom can tell ? 

The wild brook babbUng down the moun^tain side ; 

The lowing herd ; the sheepfold^s simple bell ; 

The pipe of early shepherd dim descried 

In the lone valley ; echoing far and wide 

Tha damorous horn along the clifis above ; 

The hollow murmur of the ocean-tide ; 
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The hum of beeSf^andliimet's lay of lore, 
And the full dioir that wakes the uirrenal grore* 

The cottage con at early pilgrim bark ; 
Crown'd with her pail the tripping mik-maid nngi 
The whistling plongfaxnan stalks afield : and hark ! 
Down the rough slope the ponderous wagon rings ; 
Through rustling com the hare astonish'd springs ; 
Slow tolls the village-clock the drowsy hour ; 
The partridge bursts away on whirring wings ; 
Deep mourns the turtle in sequestered bower, 
And shrill lark carols clear from her aerial tour. 

O Nature, how in every charm supreme! 
Whose votaries feast on raptures ever new I 
O for the voice and fire of seraphim. 
To sing thy glories with devotion due ! 
Blest be the day I 'scaped the wrangling crew, 
From Pyrrho'b maze, and Epicurus' sty ; 
And held high converse with the godlike few, 
Who to the enraptur'd heart, and ear, and eye, 
Teach beauty, virtue, truth, and love, aild melody 2 

Hence ! ye, who snare and stupify the mind, 
Sophists i of beauty, virtue, joy, the bane ! 
Greedy and fell though impotent and blind. 
Who spread your filthy nets in Truth's fare fime« 
~ And ever ply.yoar venom'd fangs amain ! 

Hence to dark Error's den, whose rankling slimA 
First gave your form ! hence ! lest the Muse ihoiild 
deign 
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(Tho^fUhon theme so mean to waste a rhyme^ 
With t«^0M]lce to pmrstte your sacril^oiis oriiBe. 

Bat haki ye mighty masters of the lay, 
Nature's arue sons, the firiends of man and truth ! 
Whose s««g, sublimely sweet, serenely gay, 
Amus'd ay childhood, and informed my youth. 
O let your spirit still my bosom sooth, 
Inspire my dt eams, and my wild wanderings guide ! 
Tour voice each rugged path of life can smooth ; 
For well I know, wherei7er ye reside. 
There harmoBj, and peace, and innocence, abide. 

Ah me ! ^bandonM on the lonesome plain. 
As y«C poor Edwin nerer knew your lore, 
Save when against the winter^i drendiing raht* 
And dfiviog mow Uie cotttage shut the door. 
Then, as instructed by tradition hoar, 
Her legends when the Bddam 'gan impart, 
Or chant the old heroic ditty o'er, 
Wente and jey ran thrilling to his heart : 
Much he &e f tie admir'd, but more the tuneful ert 

Various and strange was the long-winded tale ; 
And halls, and knights, and feats of arms, display'd; 
Or merry swains, who quaff the nut-brown ale. 
And eing, cnamouy'd, of the nut-brown maid ; 
Themooff-light revel of the fyxty glade ; 
Or hags, that suckle an Uifemal brood, 
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And ply in caves the unutterable trade,* 
Midst fiends and spectres, quench the moon in bloody 
Yell in the midnight storm, or ride the infuriate flood* 

But when to horror his amazement rose, 
A gentler strain the Beldam would rehearse* 
A tale of rural life, a tale of woes. 
The orphan babes, and guardian uncle fierce. 
O Cruel ! will no pang of pity pierce 
That heart by lust of lucre seared to stone ! 
For sure, if aught of virtue last, or verse, 
To latest times shall tender soub bemoan 
Those helpless orphan-babes by thy fell arts undone. 

Beliold^ with berries smear'd, with brambles torn,* 
The babes now famish'd lay them down to die, 
'Midst thf iNeOdhpwl of darksome woods forlorn. 

Folded in one anothefVf'ii^ ^®7 U*^ » 
Nor friend, nor strangier,|iears their dying cry ; 
•^For fi-om the town l^man returns no more." 
But thou, who Heaven's jost vengeance dar'st de^ 
This deed with fruitless tears shall soon deplore, 
When Death lays waste thy house, and flames consomf 
thy store. 

A stifled smile of stem vindictive joy 
Brigfaten'd one moment Edwin's starting tear.— 

e MMbtth. How BOW, je Mcret, black, and midaif ht Im|^ 

What is*t jroo do 1 
Witehas. A dead wttbout a aama. 

t 9— tkt tat eld ballad, aallld. Th« Chfldna in Hm Wood. 
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*^ But whf onvld gold man's feeble mind deco^ 
**Andinnocenoe thus die by doom severe ?^ 
OEdwin 1 while thy heartis yet tinoere, 
Th' aasaultB of discontent and doubt repel : 
Dark even at noon-tide is cur mortal sphere ; 
Bat let us Yasipe — to doubt, is to rebel, — 
Let us exult in hope, that all shall yet be well. 

Nor be tihy generous indignation check'd, 
Nor checked the tender tear to Misery given : 
From Guilts contagious power shall that proteety 
This foften and refine the soul for Heaven. 
But dreadful Is their doom, whom doubt has drivan 
' To censure fiite, and pious Hope forego : 
Uke yonder blasted boughs by lightning riven* 
Perfection^ beauty, life, they never know, 
B«t frown on all ftai pass, amonument of wo. 

Shall he, whose birth, maturity, and age, 
Scarce fill the^cirele of one auiomer-day. 
Shall tlie poor gnat with discontent and rage 
ETfJaim, that Nature hastens to decay. 
If but a doud obstruct the solar ray. 
If but a momentary shower descend ! 
Or shall firail man Heaven^ dread decree gainsay, . 
Which bade the series of events extend 
fide thro* unnnmber'd worlds, and ages without endl 

One part, one little part, we dimly scan 
rhro* the dark medium of life's feverish dream 
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Y«t dar« arrai^ the whole stopencioiu plin. 
If but that little part inctmgruous teem* 
Nor if that part perfaapt what mortals deem ; 
Oft from apparent ill onr blessiiigB rise. 
O then renounce that impious self^steem. 
That aims to traqe the secrets of the skies : 
For thou art but of dust ; be humble, and be wise 

Thus Hearen enlarg'd his soul in riper years ; 
For Nature gave him strength and fire, to soar 
On Fancy's wing above this vale of tears ; 
Where dark cold-hearted skeptics, creeping, pore 
Through microscope of metaphysic lore ; 
And much they grope for truth, but never hit. 
For why? their powers, inadequate before. 
This art preposterous renders more unfit ; 
Tet deem they darknen light, and their vain blunders 

Nor wai this ancient dame a foe to mirth, 
Her balladyjest, and riddle^s quaint derice. 
Oft cheer*d the shepherds round their social hecrtfa ; 
Whom levity or spleen could neW entice 
^ To purohaie chat or laughter, at the price 
Of decency. Nor let it fidth exceed. 
That Nature forms a rustic taste so nice. 
Ah \ had they been of court or city breed, 
8uch delicacy were right marvellous indeed. 

Oft when the winter-storm had ceas'c^to rave, 
He roam'd the snowy waste at even, to view 
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The doud stupendous, from th* Atlantic ware 
High-towering, sail along th' horizon blue : 
Where 'midst the changeful scenery, ever new, 
Fancy a thousand wondrous forms descries, 
More wildly great than ever pencil drew. 
Rocks, torrents, gnlfi, and shapes of giant-size. 
And glittering diffi on cliffi, and fiery ramparts rise* 

Thence musing onward to the sounding shore, 
The lone enthusiast oft would take his way, 
Listening with pleasing dread to the deep roar 
Of the wide-weltering waves. In black array 
When sulphVous douds roll'd on the Yonal day, 
Even then he hasten'd from the haunt of man, 
Along the trembling wilderness to stra^, 
What time the lightnii^ fierce career began, 
Aiid o'er Heaven's rending arch the rattling thunder nm« 

Responsive to the sprightly pipe whmi aU 
In sprightly dance the village youth were join^, 
Edwin, of mdody aye held in thrall, 
From the rude gambol fax remote redin'd, 
Sooth'd with the soft notes warbling in the wind. 
Ah then, all jollity seem'a noise and folly. - 
; To the pure soul by Fancy's fire refin'd. 

Ah, what is mirth but turbulence unholy. 
When with the charm compared of heavenly melanoholyl 

Is there »*heart that music cannot mdt ? 
AIm! how is th»tnigBod heart forlorn! 
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l» thcff*, who ne^er those mystic transports felt 
Of solitude and melancholy bom ? 
He needs not woo the Muse : he is her scorn. 
The sophist's robe of cobweb he shall twine ; 
Mope o'er the schoolman's peevish pag;e ; or mourn. 
And delve for life in Mammon^ dirty mine ; 
Sneak with the scoundrel fox, or grunt with glutton 8WUM« 

For Edwin, Fate a nobler doom had plann'd ; 
Song was his ferourite and first pursuit. 
The wild harp rang to his adventurous hand. 
And languish'd to his breast the plaintive flute. 
His in&nt muse, though artless, was not mute ; 
Of elegance as yet he took no care ; 
For this of time and culture is the fruit ; 
And Edwin gain'd at last this fruit so rare; 
As in Boina future verse I purpose to declare. 

Meanwhile, whate'er of beautiful or new, 
SublnBB0 or dreadful, in earth, sea, or sky ; 
By chance, or search, was offer'd to his view, 
He scann'd with curious and romantic eye. 
Wheie'er of lore tradition could supply 
From Gothic tale, or song, or feble old, 
Rous'd him, stiH keen to listen and to pry. 
At last, though long by penury controUVI, 
And aoUtudc, Us soul h^r graces 'gan unfeld. 

Thus on the chill Lapponian's dreary huid, 
For many a long uontii lost iniaow profomd. 



Ik 
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When Sol from Cancer sends the season bland, 
Andin their northern cave the stonns are bound ; 
From silent mountains, straight, with startling^ sound, 
Torraits are hurl'd ; green hills emerge ; and lo, 
The trees with foliage, clifi& with flowers are crowned } 
Pure rills thro' vales of yerdore warbling go v -^ 
And wonder, love, and joy, the peasant*^ heart o'erflow.^ 

Here i>aase, my €rothic lyre, a little while. 
The leisure hour is all that thou canst claim. 
But if ***** on this labour smile. 
New strains ere long shall animate thy frame. 
And hb applause to me is more than fiime ; 
For still with truth accords his taste itefin'd. 
At lucre or renown let others aim, 
I only wish to please the gentle mind. 
Whom Nature's charms inspire, and love of human kinl 
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Or chance or change, O let not man com^dain, 
IHae shall he never, never cease to wail : 
For from the imperial dome, to where tl^e swain 
Rears the lone cottage in the silent dale. 
All feel th' assault of Fortune's fickle gale ; 

* 9fri^\Md AataBm arc kardly kaowa t« Um LaplaadoB. About Oi« Um» 
t«B «alm Caaen*. th«ir fteldt,wbifii a w««kb«An wtrTeovcrtd with now, 
•• %'mUn Mi ofgnm aad f owon. SchdktU Hirtorj of LapUad, f. )^ 
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Art, empire, earth itself, to chaD«^e are dooin*d ; 

Earthquakes have raised to heaven the humble Yale, 

And gnl6 the mountain's mig^hty mass entomb'd, 

And^here the Atlantic rells, wide continents hxn 
bloomed.* 



But sure to foreign climes we need not range, 
Nor search the ancient records of our race. 
To learn the dire effects of time and change. 
Which in ourselves, alas ! we daily trace. 
Yet at the darken'd eye, the wither'd &ce, 
Or hoary hair, I never will repine : 
But spare, O Time, whate'er of mental grace, 
I Of candour, love, or sympathy divine, 
Whate'er of Fancy's ray, or friendship's flame u 



So I, obsequious to Truth's dread command. 
Shall here without reluctance change my lay. 
And smite the Gothic lyre with harsher hand4- 
Now when I leave that flowery path for aye 
Of childhood, where I sported many a day. 
Warbling and sauntering carelessly along ; 
Where every face was innocent and gay, 
Eeach vale romantic, tuneful every tongue. 
Sweet, wild, and artless all, as Edwin's infiint song. 

*^ Perish the lore that deadens young desire," 
Is the soft tenour of my song no more. 
Edwin, tho' lov'd of Heaven, must not aspire 
* ■ ■■ - I . ■— — .i^^^ai^ 



• B— Plato's TiflMi 
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To blifs which mortals never knew before* 
On trembling wings let youthful fimoj soar. 
Nor always haunt the sunny realms of joy ; 
But now and then the shades of life explore, 
Though many a sound and sight of wo annoy, . 
And many a qualm of care his rising hopes destroy. 

Vigour from toil, from trouble patience grows. 
The weakly blossom, warm in summer bower, 
Some tints'of transient beauty may disclose ; 
But, ah ! it withers in the chilling hour 
Mark yonder oaks ! superior to the power 
Of all the warring winds of heaven they rise. 
And from the stormy promontory tower. 
And toss their giant arms amid the skies. 
While each assailing blast increase of strength supplies 

And now the downy cheek a|id deepened voice 
Gave dignity to Edwinl^ blooming prime : 
And walks of wider circuit were his choice. 
And vales'more wild, and mountains more sublime* 
One evening as he framed the careless rhyme. 
It was l^is.chtejkie to wander fiir abroad. 
And o'er a lonely eminence' to climb, ' 
Which heretofore his foot had never trode ; 
A vale appeared below, a deep retired abode. 

• 

Thither he hied, enamour'd of the scene ; 
For rocks on rocks pil'd, as by magic spell. 
Here s^rch'd with lightning, there with ivy greeny 
Fenced from the north and east this savage delU 
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Soalhward a mountain rose -with euy swell, 
Whose long, long g;roye8 eternal murmur made ; ' 
And toward the western sun a streamlet fell. 
Where, through the clifis, the eye remote suryey'd 
Blue hills, and glittering waves, aiid sides in gold arraj'd* 

Along this narrow valley you might ^e 
The wild deer ^porting on the meadow ground. 
And here and there, a solitary tree. 
Or mossy stone, or rock with woodbine cro%nM. 
Oft did the diffi reverberate the sotmd 
Of parted fragments tumbling from on high ; 
And from the summit of that craggy mound 
. The perching eagle oft was heard to cry. 
Or on resounding wings to shoot athwart the sky* 

One cultivated spot there was, that spread 
Its flowery bosom to the.poon><lay beam, 
Where many a rose-bud rears its blushing head, 
Andlierbs for food with fature plenty teem. 
Sooth'd by the lulling sound of grove and itream, 
Romantic visions swarm on Edwin's soul : 
He minded not the sun's last tremblii^ gleam. 
Nor heard from &r the twilight curfew toll ;— 
When slowly on his ear these moving accents stole. 

'^ Hail, awful scenes, that calm the troubled breasti 

^ And woo the weary to profound repose ; 

** Can Passion's wildest uproar lay to rest, 

^ And whisper comfort to the man of woes ! ^ 

^^ Here innocence may wander, sale from fbei, 
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** And Contemplatioii soar on seraph wiiig;8. 
** O Solitude, the man who thee foreg^oes, 
** When lucre lore him, or ambition stings, 
* Shall never know the source whence real grandior 
iprings 

«* Vain man! is grandeur given to gay attire ? 
**• Then let the butterfly thy pride upbraid : 
** To friends, attendants, armies bought with hire ? 
" It is thy weakness that requires their aid : 
*^ To palaces, with gold and gems inlay'd ? 
^ They fear the thief, and tremble in the storm :— 
** To hosts through carnage who to conquest wade 
^ Behold, the victor vanquish'd by the Worm ! 
•* Behold what deeds of wo the locust can perform t 

*^ True dignity is his, whose tranquil mind 
** Virtue has rais'd above the things below, 
^ Who, every hope and fear to Heaven reaign'd, 
^ Shrinks not, though fortune aim her deadliest blow."" 
— This strain from 'midst the rocks was heard to flow 
In solemn sounds. Now beam'd the evening star ; 
And from embattled clouds emergmg slow 
Cynthia came riding on her silver car : 
And hoary mountain-cli£& shone faintly from afar. 

Soon did the solemn voice its theme renew *. 
(While Edwin wrapt in wonder listening stood ;) 
**• Te tools and toys of tyranny, adieu, 
** Scom'd by the wise, and hated by the goodi 
^ Tt only can engage the servile brood 

3* 
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*« Of Levity and Lust, who all their days, 
» Aaham'd of truth and liberty, hare woo'd, 
*t And hugg^'d the chain, that glittering on their gaze 
* Seems to outshine the pomp of haven's empyreal blaz«. 

(•Like them, abandoned to Ambition^s sway, 
** I sought for glory in the paths of guile ; 
*^ And fawn'd and smil'd, to plunder and betray, 
••Myself betray'd and plunder'd all the while ; 
•» So gnaw'd the viper the corroding file. 
♦* But now with pangs of keen remorse I rue , 
•* Those years of trouble and debasement vile. — 
"Yet why should I this cruel theme pursue f 
** Fly, fly, detested thoughts, for ever from my view. 

«• The gusts of appetite, the clouds of care, 
" And storms of disappointment all o'erpast, 
•* Henceforth no earths hope with Heaven shall share 
" This heart, where pe&ce serenely shines at last. 
** And if for me no treasure be amassed, 
^ And if no future age shall hear my name, 
" I lurk the more secure from fortune's blast, 
*• And with more leisure feed this pious ilame, 
" Whose rapture far transcends the fairest hopes of fame* 

" The end and the reward of toil is rest. 

" Be all my prayer for virtue and for peace. 

" Of wealth and fame, of pomp and power possessed* 

•* Who ever felt his weight of wo decrease ? 

" Ah ! what avails tiie lore of Rome and Greece, 

" The lay heaven-urompted, and harmonious string. 
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•* The dost of Ophir, or the Tyrian fleece, 
** AU that art, fortune, enterprise can bnng^, 
** If enyy, scorn, remorse, or pride the bosom wring; ! 

*( Let yanitf adorn -the marble tomb 

(* With trophies, rhymes, and scutcheons of renown, 

«t In the deep dungeon of some Gothic dome, 

^ Where night and desolation ever frown. 

^ Mine be the breezy hill that skirts the down $ . 

** Where a green grassy turf is all I crave, 

•» With here and there a violet bestrewn, 

^ Fast by a brook, or fountain's murmuring wave ; 

* And many an evening sim shine sweetly on my grave. 

« And thither let the village swain repair ; 
*^ And, light of heart, the village maiden gay, 
** To deck with flowers her half-dishevell'd hair, 
** Aod celebrate the merry mom of May. 
^ There let the shepherd's pipe the live-long day 
*^ Fill all the grove with love's bewitching wo : 
*^ And when mild Evening comes with mantle gray, 
** Let not the blooming band make haste to go,— 

* No ghost nor spell my long and last abode shall know* 

•* For though I fly to 'scape from fortune's rage, 
•* And bear the scars of envy, spite, and scorn, 
•* Yet with mankind no horrid war I wage, 
*^ Yet with no impious spleen/ny breast is torn : 
^ For virtue lost, and ruin'd man, I mourn. • 
*^ O Man ! creation's pride, heaven's darling c^iV 
** NVhom Nature's best, divinest giflf adorn. 
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«• Why from thy home are truth and joy ezil'O, 
** And all thy favourite haunts with blood and ttin di 
fil'd! 



** Along yon glitteting sky what glory streami ! 
** What majesty attends night's lovely queen I 
** Fair laugh our valleys in the vernal beams ; 
** And mountains rise, and oceans roll betweeD« 
**• And all conspire to beautify the scene. 
** But, in the mental world, what chaos drear I 
** What' forms of mournful, loathsome, furious mien? * 
^ O when shall that Eternal Mom appear, 
** These dreadful forms to chase, this chaos dark to cl4ar 

^ O Thou, at whose creative smile, yon heaven, 
** In all the pomp of beauty, life and light, 
^ Rose from the abyss ; when dark confusion, driven 
M Down, down the bottomless profound of night, ^ 
^ Fled, where he ever flies thy piercing sight ! 
*• O glance <m these sad shades one pitying ray. 
M To blast the fury of oppressive might, 
** Melt the hard heart to love and mercy's sway, 
''And cheer the wandering soul, and light himonfhi 
way." 

Biience ensued : and Edwin rais'd his eyes 
In tears, for grief lay heavy at his heart. 
<* And 1b it thus in courtly life," he cries, 
** That man to man acts a betrayer's part ? 
*« And dares he thus the gifts of heaven pervert, 
** Eaeh so^l instinct and sublime desire ! — 
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<* Hail,. Poverty ! if honour, wealth, and art, 
*^ If what the great pursue, and learned admir*, 
<^ Thus diaripate and quench the soul's ethereal fire !" 

He said, and tum'd away ; nor did the Sage 
OWhear, in silent orisons employ'd. 
The Touth, his rising sorrow to assuage. 
Home as he hied, the eyening scene enjoy*d; 
For now no doud obscures the starry void ; 
The yellow moonlight sleeps on all the hills ; 
Nor is the mind with starting sounds annoy'd, 
A soothing murmur the Icme r^<m fills 
Of groves, and dying gales, and melancholy rills. 

But he firom day to day .more anxious grew. 
The voice still seemed to vibrate on his ear, ^ 

Nor durst he hope the Hermit's tale untrue ; 
For Man he seem'd to love, and Heaven to fear ; 
And none speaks fidse, where there is none to hear. 
^ Tet can man's gentle heart become so fell * 
*« No more in vain conjecture let me wear 
** My hours away, but seek the Hermit's ctXL f 
'^'Tis he my doubt can dear, perhaps my care dispel." 

At early dawn the Touth his journey took. 
And many a mountain pass'd, and valley wide, 
Then reach'd the wild ; where in a flowery nook^ 
And seated on a mossy stone, he spied 
An ancient man : his harp lay him.beside. 
AftagiprsDglremthexHutureathiscal], • 
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And, kneeling, licked the withered hand that tied 
A wreath of woodbine round his antlers tall. 
And hong hia lofty neck with many a flowVet small. 

• 

And now the hoary Sage arose, and saw 
The wanderer approaching : innocence 
Srnil'd on his glowing cheek, but modest awe 
Depress'd his eye, that fear'd to give offence. 
M "Who art thou, courteous stranger ? and from whence? 
(* Why roam thy steps to this abandoned dale ?" 
M A shepherd-boy," the Touth replied, *^ far hence 
^ My habitation : hear my artless tale ; 
^ Nor levity nor falsehood shall thine ear assaiL 

* 

** Late as I roamM, intent on Nature's charms, 
*^ I reach'd at eve this wilderness profound ; 
^ And, leaning where yon oak expands her arms, 
** Heard these rude cliffs thine awful voice rebound ; 
•• (For in thy speech 1 recognise the sound.) 
** Tou'moum'd for ruined man, and virtue lost, 
•* And seem'd to feel of keen remorse the wound, 
^ Pondering on former days, by ^^t engross'd, 
** Or in the giddy storm of dissipation toss'd, 

** But say, in courtly life can craft be leam'd, 
^ Where knowledge opens and exalts the soul? 
*^ Where fortune lavishes her gifts unearned, 
^^ Can selfishness the liberal heart control ? 
** Is glory there achieved by arts ks foul 
» At those which fel^«, fiends, and furies plan?^ 
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* Spiders ensnare, snakes poison, tigers prowl ; 
**l407e is the godlike attribute of man. 

^ ' O teach a simple youth this mystery to scan. 

** Or else the lamentable strain disclaim, 
*^ And give me back the calm, contented mind ; 
*^ Which, late exulting^, yiew'd in Nature's frame 
M Goodness untainted, wisdom unconfih'd, 
** Grace, grandeur, and utility combin'd ; 
^ Restore those tranquil days that saw me still 
** Well pleas'd with all, but most with human-kind ; 
^ When Fancy roam'd through Nature's works at will« 
**Uncheck'd by cold distrust, and uninform'd of ill." 

«• Wouldst thou," the Sage replied, « in peace return, 
^ To the gay dreams of fond romantic youth, 
** Leave me to hide, in this remote sojourn, 
^ From every gentle ear the dreadful truth : 
** For if my desultory strain with ruth 
^ And indignation make thine eyes overflow, ~ 
** Alas I what comfort could thy anguish sooth, 
<* Shonld'st thou the extent of human folly know? 
* Be Ignorance thy choice, where knowledge leads to wo» 

** Bat let untender thoughts a£ir be driven ; 
** Nor venture to arraign the dread decree : 

* For know, to man, as candidate for heaven, 
^ Thit voice of The Eternal said. Be free, 

** And this divine prerogative to thee 

^ Dim virtue, happinea, and heaven ccnvey ; 
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** For rirtae is the child of libertj, 
** And happiness of yirtne; nor can they 
M Be free to keep the path who iie not free to itmy. 

^ Tet leaye me not. I wonld allaj that grie^ 
** Which else mig^ht thy youngs virtae oTorpofWifrs 
** And in thy converse I shall find reliell 
** When the dark shades of melancholy lower; 
■^ For solitude has many a dreary hoar, 
^ Eyen when exempt from grief^ remorse, and pain ; 
** Oome often then ; for, haply, in my bower, 
^ Amoiement, knowledge, wisdom, thou mayM gain, 
M If I one soul improve I have not liv'd in yahx." 

And now, at length to Edwin's ardent gaze 
The Muse of history unrolls her page. 
But few, alas ! the scenes her art displays, 
To charm his fancy, or his heart engage. 
Here chiefs their thirst of power in blood assuage ; 
And straight their flames with tenfold fierceness bum I 
Here smiling Virtae prompts the patriot's rage, 
But, lo ! ere long, is left alone to monm. 
And languish in the dus^ and clasp the abandoned urn. 

• 

** Ah ! what avails." he said, *^ to trace the springs 

*^ That whirl of empire, the stupendous wheel t 

^ Ah ! what have I to do with conquering kings, 

** Hands drenbh'd in blood, and breasts b^;irt with steel' 

** To those, whom Nature taught to think and fe^U 

*^Heroee,alaat are things of small eonoanu 
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** Could History man's secret heart reveal. 
** And what imports a heaven-bom mind to letni« 
'^ Her transcripts to eiqplore what bosom would not yetml 

^ This praise, O Cheronean Sage,''' is thine. 
J^ (Why should this praise to thee alone belong; 
** All else from Nature's moral path decline, 
*^ Lur'd by the toys that captivate the throng; ; 
** To herd in cabinets and <samps, among 
*^ Spoil, carnage, and the cruel pomp of pride i 
** Or chant of heraldry the drowsy song, 
^ How tyrant blood, o'er many a region wide, ^ 
^ Rolls to a thousand throng its execrable tide. 

^ O who of man the story will unfold, 
^ £r0 victory and empire wrought annoy, 
** In that Elysian age, (mianam'd of gold,) 
^ The age of love, and innocence, and joy, 
^ When all were great and free ! man's sole employ 
» To deck the bosom of his parent earth ; 
" Or toward his bower the murmuring stfeam decoy, 
M To aid the floweret's loqg-expected birth, 
« And lull the bed of peace, and crown the board of mirth. 

* Sweet were your shades, O ye primeval groves, 

** WhoM boughs to man his food and shelter lent, 

** Pure in his pleasures, happy in his loves, 

<*Hif eye still smiling, and his heart content ; 

^ TbeOf hand in band. Health, Sport, and Labour* iir«Dt 

•Plotireh. 
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* Nature soppiied tbe wish she sought to era? 
*Noiie prowra fat prey; nooe watdi\l to ciicmmy 
*^ To all an equal lot Heayen s bounty gaye : 
* No Tassal fear*d his lord, no tyrant fear*d his dart* 

But, ah I th* Histmc Muse has never dar*d 
To pierce those hallow'd howers ; \is Fancyls heaa 
, *^ Ponr'd on the vision of th' enraptur'd Bard. 
*^ l%at paints the chamiB of that delicious theme 
^ Then hail, sweet Fancy^s ray ! and iujl the dreta 
** That weans the weary soul from guilt and wo ! 
** Careless what others of my choice may deem, 
^ I lotig where Love and Fancy lead to go, 
^ And meditate on Heaven : enough of earth I knowj* 

** I cannot blame thy choice,^ the Sage replied, 
*^ For soft and smooth are Fancy's flowery wayfc 
*^ And yet even there, if left without a guide, 
** The young adventurer unsafely plays. 
** Eyes dazzled long by Fiction's gaudy rayF, 
** In modest truth no light nor beauty find. 
M And who, my child, would trust the meteor-blaze, 
^ That soon must fiul, and leave the wanderer bhnd, 
**More dark and helpless far, than if it ne'er had shin*df 

•* Ftney enemtes, while it sooths, the heart ; 
** And while it dazzles, wounds the mental sight : 
** To Joy each heightening diarm it can impmrt, 
** But wraps the hour of wo in tenfold night : 
** And often, where no real ills aifright, 
• Its visionary fiends, an endless train, 
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'*' Aflsail trith equal or superior mig^ht, 
*^ And through the throbbing he&rt, and dizzy braia, 
**A2id shivering nerres, shoot stings of more than morUd 
pain. 

\ 

*<^And yet) alas ! the real ills of life 
M Claim the full vigour of a mind prepared,— 
** FreparM for patient, long, laborious strife, 
*^ Its guide Experience, and Truth its guard. 
M AVe fare on earth as other men have far'd : 
^ Were they successful ? Let not us despair. 
** Was disappointment oft their sole reward ? 
^ Yet shall their tale instruct, if it dedare 
** Hov they have borne the load ourselves are doom'd to 
bear. 

*■ What charBis the Historic Muse adorn, firom spoilt, 
^ And blood, and tyrants, when she wings her fligfal; 
^ To hail the patriot Prince, whose pious toils, 
** Sacred to science, liberty, and right, 
*^ And peace, through every age divinely bright 
•^ Shall shine, th^ boast and wonder of mankind : 
*^ Sees yonder sun, fro^n his meridian height, 
** A lovelier scene, than Virtue thus enshrin'd 

** In power, and man with man for mutual aid combinM ? 

I 
** Hail, sacred Polity, by Freedom rear'd *. 
«* HaH, sacred Freedom, when by Law restrain'd I • 
•» Without you what were man f A grovelling herd, 
■* In darkness, wretchedness, and want enchain'd. j 

• *^6ablim*d by you the Greek and Roman rdgnVI 
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*< In arts unrivaU*<] : O, to latest dajs, 
** In Albion may your inflaence nnprofiui^d 
M To godlike worth the generous bosom raise, 
*^ And prompt the Sage's lore, and fire the Poet's layi! 

^ But now let other themes our care engage, 
*^For,lo! with modest yet majestic grace, 
*^ To curb Imagination's lawless rage, 
" And firom within the eberish'd heart to brace, 
*^ Philosophy appears. The gloomy race 
M By indolence and moping Fancy bred, 
M Fear, Discontent, Solicitude, give place, 
^ And Hope and Courage brighten in their stead, 
^ While on the kindling soul her vital beams are abed. 

^^ Then waken firom long lethargy to life* 
*^ The seeds of happiness, and powers of thought ; 
*^ Then Jarring appetites forego their strife, 
*^ A strife by ignorance to madness wrought. 
^* Pleasure by savage man is dearly bought 
<' With fell revenge, lust that defies control, 
•* With gluttony and death. The mind untaught 
^^ Is a dark waste, where fiends and tempests howl ; 
** As Phoebus to the world, is science to the souL 

«* And reason now, through number, time, and space, 
** Darts the keen lustre of her serious eye. 



* Th* iaiMBOd of Um PhilMophie Spirit, ia hiAaaiiif the mlad, u4 
Inf it Sir UttUMtual txtrtioo, and dclieatt pUasor* ;— ia tapiohaf , bf tka kalp 
•r fa«Matvji tka •yatam of tba nairana ,— ia baahliiaf aapaittitioa ;— 4a pre- 
Mallaff aavigallaa, afriauUan. aMdioia*, aad maral and poUtka) aebMa ;- 
, Btaata to tiia aad of th* Mcoad Staasa. Ptf* «r 
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* And leants, from facts «ompar^d, the lawi to traec^ 
** tVhose loBg^ progression leads to Deitj. 

. *^ Can mortid strength presume to soar so hig^h ? 
M Can mortal sight so oft bedimm'd with tears, 
*^ Such glory bear ? — ^forlo! the shadows fly 
** From Nature^s face ; Confusion disappears, 

** And order charms the eyes, and harmony the ears. 

^ In the deep windings of the grove no more 
*^ The hag obscene, and grisly phantom dwell ; 
^ Nor in. the fall of mountain-stream, or roar 
" Of winds, is heard the angry spirit's yell ; 
*^ No wizard mutters the tremendous spell, 
M Nor sinks convulsiye in prophetic swoon ; 
^ Nor bids the noise of drums and trumpets swell, 
^ To ease of fancied pangs the labooring moon, 
^ Or chase the shade that blots the blazing orb of noon. 

^ Many a long lingering year, in lonely isle, 
M Stunn'd with the eternal turbulence of waves, 
^^ Lo, with dim eyes that never leam'd to smile, 
** And trembling hands, the fiunish'd native craves 
** Of Heaven his wietched &re : shivering in caves, 
** Or scorch'd on rocks, he pines from day to day ; 

* But Science gives the word ; and lo, he braves 
** The surge and tempest, lighted by her ray, 

*^ And to a happier land wafts merrily away. 

» And even where Nature loads the teeming pltiA 
«* With the frill pomp of vegetable store, 
** Her bounty, unimprov'd is deadly bane : 

4* 
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*^ Dark woods and nnldiiig wilds, from shore to dttrt 
*^ Stretch their enormoin gloom ; which to explore 
**ETen Fancy tremibles in her sprightliest mood : 
** For there each eye-ball gleams with lost of gore, 
** Nestles each murderous and each monstrous brood, 
*^ Piagae larks in every shade, and streams from erery 
flood. 

^Twas from Fhilost^hy man learned to tame 
^ The soil, by plenty to intemperance fed. 
^ Lo ! from the echoing axe, and thundering flame 
** Poison and plagae and yelling rage are fled. 
** ITie waters bursting from their slimy bed, 
** Bring health and melody to every ^ede : 
^ And from the breezy main and mountain's head 
** Ceres and Flora, to the sunny dale, 
" To fim ther g^owh^ charms, invite the flattering gale^ 

- ^ What dire necessities on every hand 
** Our art, our strength, our fortitude require ! 
M Our fees intestine what a numerous band 
«* Against the little throb of life cmispire ! 
^ Tet Science can elude their fatal ire 
^ Awhile, and turn aside Death's levell'd dart, 
" Sooth the sharp pang, allay the fever's fire, 
«* And brace the nerves onee more, aihd cheer the hivt» 

** And yet a few soft nights and balmy days knpart. 

** Nor less to regulate man's mortal frame 
** Science exerts her all-composing sway. 
•• Flatters thy breast with fear, or pants fcr fitme, 
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** Or pinMy^to Indokiiee and SplMn a pray, 
^ Or Ararice, a fiend aaore fierce thau tharf? 
^ Flee to the shades of Academos^groye ; 
** Where cares molest not ! discord melts mw9.j 
*^ In harmomy, and the pare passions prore 
*^ How sweet the words of truth breath'd from the hpi of 
lore. 

^ What cannot Art and Industry perform^ 
^ When Science jdains the progress of their toil I 
^ They smile at penary, disease, and storm : 
^ And oceans form their mighty mounds recoil. 
^i When tjrrants scourge, or demagogues embroil 
^ A land, or whoi the rabble's headlong rage 
^ Order transforms to anarchy and spoil, 
^ Deep-vers'd in man, the phdosophTo Sage 
*^ Prepares with lenient hand their frenzy to assuage. 

m 

^Tis he alone, whose compreh^isiye mind, 

^ From situation, temper, soil, and oUrne • 

^ Explored, a nation's various powers can bind 

^ And various orders, in one f<Krm sublime 

w Of polity, that midst the vrrecks of time, 

^ Secure shall lift its head on high, nor fear 

** Th' assault of fiireign or domestic crime, 

^ While public fidth, and public lore sincere, 

" And Industry and law maintain their sway seyere.'* 

Koraptur'd by the Hermirs strain^ the Youth 
Proceeds the path of Science to explore. - 
And now, expanding to the beams of Truth, 
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Iftw •BtrftM, and chtrms trnknown bc6cc» 
Ills mind diidoMt : Fancy now no mora 
Wantoni on flokla pinion throngli the ikiat ; 
Uitl, fl&M in aim, and conicioai of her powar, 
Bublima fh>m oauM to came eznlts to Hm^ 
('rf ation*fe blendad itorea arranging as she flies. 

Nor lore of noralty alono inspires, 
1'heir laws and nioe dependencies to scan ; 
Vnr mindful of the aids that life requires. 
And of the terrices man owes to man. 
He meditates new arts on Nature's pUn, 
TtM cold desponding breast of Sloth to waiv, 
The flame of Industry and Genius fim. 
And Emulation's noble rage alarm. 
And Iho long hours of Toil and Solitude to Cham. 

t)ut she, who set on firo-his infimt heart. 
And all his dreams, and all his wandering shar'd* 
And blessM the Muse, and her celestial art, 
Blill olahnM tli* EuUiuiiasCs fond and first regard. 
Prom Nature's beauties variously compared 
And variously oombinM he learns to frame 
Those forms of bright perfection, which the Bard, 
While boundless hopes and boundless views influM 
Enamoured consecrates to never*dying-fame. 

Of late, with oumbenomo, tho' pompous show, 
Edwhi would oft his flowery rhyme de&ce 
Through ardour to adorn ; but Nature now 
To his experieno*d eye a modest grace 
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Presents, where Ornament the second place 
Holds, to intrinsic -^orth and just design 
Subseryient stilL Simplicity apace 
Tempers his rage : he owns her charm diyine^ 
Ind clears the ambiguous phrase, and lops the tmwiddly 
line. 

Fain would I sing (much yet unsung remains) 
What sweet delirium o'er his bosom stole 
When the great Shepherd of the Mantuan plains* 
His deep majestic melody 'gan roll : 
Fain would I sing, what transport stormed hiB a0ul« 
How the red current throbb'd his veins along. 
When, like Pelides, bold beyond control, 
Gracefully terrible, sublimely strong. 
Homer raised high to Heaven the loud, tV impetaoQi soo^ 

And how his lyre, though rude her first essays, 
Now skill'd to sooth, to triumph, to complain, 
Warbling at will through each harmonious maze, 
Was taught to modulate the artful strain, 
I fain would sing : — ^but ah ! I strive in vain. 
Sighs from a breaking heart my voice confound.— 
With trembling step, to join yon weeping train 
•I haste, where gleams funereal glare around, 
And,mix'd with shrieks of wo, the knells of death resound. 

Adieu, ye lays, that Fancy's, flowers adorn, ^ 
The soft amusement of the vacant mind I 

• rirgil. 
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He sleeps in dust, and all the Muses mounkt 
He, whom each Virtue fir?d, each Grace refia'd. 
Friend, Teacher, pattern, darlings of mankind ! — ^ 
He sleeps in dust. — ^Ah, how should I pursue 
My theme ! — To heart-consuming g^ief resign''d, 
Here on his recent gjave I fix my view. 
And pour my bitter tears. — Ye flowery lays adieu ! 

Art thou, my G *♦*****, for ever fled ! 

And am I left to unavaib'ng wo ! 
* When fortune's storms assail this weary head, 

Where cares loog^ since have shed untimely snow. 

Ah ! now fi>r comfort whither shall I go ? 

No more thy toothing voice my anguish cheers : 

Thy placid eyes with smiles no longer glow. 

My hopes to cherish, and allay my fean. 
rris meet that t shqold mourn : flow forth afresh my teac^ 



• Thk ciMUral p«rMa dkd Mddanl/t ea th* UMi •£ FtWouj, ITOL Tht 
•OMluiioa 9t Ik* 99tm wu wrilteB • few diyt alUr. 
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Whilst some alSect the sun, and some the shade. 

Some flee the city, some the hennitage. 

Their aims as various as the roads they take 

In journeying^ through life; the tadk be mine 

To paint the g^loomy horrors of the tomb ; 

The appointed place of rendezvous, where all 

These travellers meet. Thy succours I implore* b. 

Eternal King ! whose potent arm sustains 

The keys of hell and death. — The Grave, dread thing! 

Men shiver when thou'rt nam^d : Nature appall'd 

Shakes off her wonted firmness. Ah! how dark 

Thy long-extended realms and rueful wastes ; 

Where nought but silence reigns, and night, dark night» 

Dark as was Chaos ere the infant Sun 

WasrOll'd together,^ or had tried its^ams 

Athwart the gloom profound ! The sickly taper, 

By glimmering through thy low-brow'd misty vaults^ 

Furred round with mouldy damps, and ropy slime, 

laets fidl a supemumeraiy horror. 

And only serves to make thy night more irksome. 

Wen do I know thee by thy trftsty yew»^ 

ChMrlMHQDfooial plant: that loves t^^iv^ 
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'Midst scullfl and coffins, epitaphs, and wcNrms ; 
Where light-heePd ghosts, and visionary shades 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fiimft reports) 
Embodied thick, perform their mystic rounds. 
No other merriment, dull tree I is thine. 

See yonder hallowed fane ! the pious work 
Of names once fam^d, now dubious or forgot, 
And buried 'midst the wreck of things which were : 
There lie interred the more illustrious dead. 
The wind is up : hark ! how it howls ! Methinks, 
TUl now, I never heard a sound so dreary ; 
Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul bird 
Rook'd in the spire screams loud ; the glooijiy ailes 
Black plaster'd, and hung round with shreds of scutcheons 
And tatter'd coats of arms, send back the sound 
Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, ' 
The mansions of the dead. Rous'd from their slumbers 
In grim array the grisly spectres rise, 
Grin horrible, and obstinately sullen 
Pass and repass, hush'd as the foot of night 
Again! the screech owl shrieks : ungracious sound ! 
Ill hear no more ; it makes one's blood run chill. 

Quite round the pile, a row of rev'rend elms. 
Coeval near with that, all ragged show. 
Long lash'd by the rude winds : some rift half down 
Their branchless trunks ; others so thin a-top. 
That scarce two crows could lodge in the same tree. 
Strange things, the neighbours say, have happen'd here : 
While shrieks have issued from the hollow tombs, 
Dead men have come again, and walk'd about ; 
And the great bell has toll'd, unrung, untouch'd. 
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Such tales their cheer, at wake or g;ossiping^, 

When it draws near to witching-time of night* 

Oft in the lone church-yard at night I've 8eeD| 

Bj glimpse of moon-shine, cheq'ring through ^e treeii 

The school-boy, with his satchel in his haifd, 

Whistling aloud to bear his courage up, 

And lightly tripping o'er the long flat stcmes 

(With nettles skirted, and with moss o'eigrown) 

That tell in homely phrase who lie below ; 

Sudden he starts \ and hears, or thinks he hears, 

The sound of something purring at his heels : 

Full fast he flies, and dares not look behind him. 

Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows ; 

Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 

Of horrid apparition, tall and ghasUy, 

That walks at dead of night, or takes his stand 

O'er some new-opened grave : and, strange to tell ! 

Evanishes at crowing of the cock. 

The new-made widow too IVe sometimes spied ; 

Sad sight \ slow-moving o'er the prostrate dead X 

Listless she crawls along in doleful black, 

While bunts of sorrow gosh from either eye, 

Fast-fidliog down her now untasted cheek. 

Prone on the lonely grave of the dear man 

She drops : while busy meddling memory 

In barbarous loccession, musters up 

The past eaodearments of their softer hours, 

Tenadons of its theme. Still, still she thinks 

ShA tees him, and indulging the fond thought, 

Cliqg* 3Fit more doiely to the senseless tur( 

JTqr liaedi th^puNDgvr who looks that way. 

5 - 
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Invidious Grave ! how dost thou rend in simdar 
Whom love has knit, and sympathj made one I 
A tie more stubborn far than nature's band. 
Friendship I mysterious cement of the soul I 
Sweet^er of life, and solder of society ! 
^ I owe thee much. Thou hast deserv'd from m* 
Far, &r beyond what I can ever pay. 
Oft have I prov'd the labours of thy love, 
And the warm efforts of the gentle heart 
Anxious to please. O ! when my friend and I 
In some thick wood have wander'd heedless 0% 
Hid from the vulgar eye, and sat us down 
Upon the sloping cow8lip-cover*d bank. 
Where the pure limpid stream has slid along 
In g^tefnl enrors through the underwood 
Sweet murmuring ; methought the shrill-tonga'd tfarodi 
Mended hit song of love ; the sooty blackbird 
Mellow'd his pipe, and softened every note ; 
The eglantine smell'd sweeter, and the rose 
Assum'd a dye more deep ; whilst every flower 
Vied with his fellow plant in luxury 
Of dress. Oh ! then the longest summer's day 
Seem'd too, too much in haste : still the full heart 
Had not imparted half: tis happiness 
Too exquisite to last Of Joys departed. 
Not to return, how painful the remembrance ! 
DuU Grave ! thou spoil'st the dance of youthM bloo4 
Strick'st out the dimple from the cheek of mirth, • 
And every smirking feature from the fiuse ; 
Branding our laughter with the name of laadnMi* 
Wh«r« vre thejesters now? the man of healtli 
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ComplezionaUy pleasant ? wherA the droll ? 
Whose eyery look and gesture was a joke 
To claippkig theatres and shouting crowds* 
And made ev^ thick-lipp'd musing MeUncholy 
To gather up her &ce into a smile 
Before she was aware ? Ah ! sullen now, 
And dumb as the green turf that covers them !- 
Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war? 
The Roman Csesars and the Grecian chie6. 
The boast of story ? Where the hot-brain'd youth. 
Who the tiara at his pleasure tore 
From kings of all the then discoyer'd glooe, 
And cried, forsooth, because his arm was hampered. 
And had not room enough to do its work? - 
Alas ! how slim, dishonourably slim ! 
And cramm'd into a space we blush to name. 
Proud royalty ! how altered in thy looks I 
How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue I 
Son of the morning ! whither art thou gone ? 
Where hast thou hid thy many-spangled head. 
And the migestic menace of thine eyes 
Felt from a&r? Pliant and powerless now. 
Like new-bom infimt bound up in his swathes, 
Or Tictim tumbled flat upon his back, 
That throbs beneath the sacrificer's knife : 
Mute must thou bear the strife of Uttle tongues, 
And coward insults of the base-bom crowd. 
That gm^g^ a privilege thou never hadst. 
But only hop^d for in the peaceful Grave, 
Ofbdng unmolested and alone. 
Anbj^ K^HI ^^ odoriferous drugs, 
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And hoDoors bj the heralds duly paid 

In mode and form, ev^ to a very acruple ; 

O cmel irony ! these come too late ; 

And only mock whom they were meant to honour. 

Sorely, there^ not a dan«;eoin-8laTe th&t^ buried 

In the highway, unahrouded and micoffin'd. 

But lies as soft, and sleeps as sound as he. 

Sorry pre-eminence of high descent 

Above the yulgar-bom, to rot in state ! 

But see ! the well-plum'd hearse comes noddinigf oi 
Stately and slow ; and properly attended 
By the whole sable tribe, that painful watch 
The sick man's door, and Htc upon the dead. 
By letting out their persons by the hour 
To mimic sorrow, when the heart's not sad ! 
How rich the trappings, now theyVe all imfiirrd 
And glittering in the sun ! Triumphant entries 
Of conquerors, and coronaticm pomps, 
In glory scarce exceed. Great gluts of people 
Retard the unwieldy show ; whilst from the caaemiiift 
And houses' tops, ranks behind ranks close we^^;^ 
Hang bellying o'er. But teH us, why this waste ? 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcass 
That's MLhk into disgrace, and in the nostril 
Smells horrible ? Te undertakers ! tell us, 
^idst all the gorgeous figures you exhibit. 
Why is the principal conceal'd, for which 
Tou make this mighty stir? 'Tis wisely done : 
What would offend the eye in a good picture,' 
The Painter casts discreetly into shades. 

Proud lineage, now how little thou anoearVi • 
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Bdow the emry of the prirate man ! 

Hcmoiir, that meddlesoiiie offidoas ill, 

Punues thee eren to death ; nor there stops short. 

Strange persecation I when the graye itself 

Is no protection from rude sofierance. 

Absurd ! to think to orer-reach the graye. 
And from the wi^eck of names to rescae oars ! 
The best concerted schemes men laj for &me 
Die fast awaj : only themselres die &ster. 
The far-fam'd sculptor, and the laurelled bard. 
Those bold ensurers of eternal fame. 
Supply their Utile feeble aids in vain. 
The tapering pyramid, the Egyptian's pride, ' 
And wonder of the world! whose spi]^ top 
Has wounded the thick cloud, and long outliy'd 
The ax^;ry shaking of the winter's sUmn; 
Tet spent at last by th' injuries of hearen, 
Shatter'd with age, and furrow'd o'er with years, 
The mystic cone, with hieroglyphics crusted. 
Gives way. O laipentable sight ! atooce 
The labour of whole ages lumbers down, 
A hideous and misshapen length of ruins. 
Sepulchral columns wrestle but in yain 
With all-subduing Time ; his cankering hand 
%Vith calm deliberate malice wasteth them : 
Worn on the edge of days, the brass consumes. 
The busto moulders, and the deep-cut marble. 
Unsteady to the steel, giyes up its charge. 
Ambition, faalj^^envicted of her folly, 
HangB down the head, and reddens at the tale. 

Here all the nqghty treublers of the eaxV^i^ 

6* 
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Who swam to soyereign mle through seas of blood i 
The oppressiye, sturdy, man-destroying villams, 
Who ravag'd kingdoms, and laid empires waste, 
And in a cruel wantonness of power 
Thinn'd states of half their people, and gaye up 
To want the rest ; now like a storm that^s spent. 
Lie hush'd, and meanly sneak behind thy ooyert 
Vain thought ! to hide them from the general Bcam 
That haunts and dogs them like an injured ghost 
Implacable. Here too the petty tyrant. 
Whose scant domains geographer ne'er noticed, 
And, well for neighboring grounds, of arm as i^ort, 
Who fix'd his iron talons on the poor. 
And grip'd them like some lordly beast of prey, 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing hunger. 
And piteous, plaintiye yoice of misery, 
(At if a slaye was not a shred of nature. 
Of the same common nature with his lord ;) 

Now tame and humble, like a child that's whipp'd. 
Shakes hand with dust, and calls the worm his kinsman | 
Nor pleads his rank and birthright. Under ground 
Precedeney*s a jest : yassal and lord, 

Grossly familiar, side by side consume. 
When self-esteem, or others' adulation, * 

Would cunningly persuade us we were something 

Aboye the common leyel of our kiud : 

The graye gainsays the smooth-complexioned flattery. 

And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are. 
Beauty! thou pretty plaything ! dear deceit 2 

That steals so softly o'er the stripling's heart. 

And giyes it a new pulse, unknown before ! 
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The grave discredits thee : thy charms expung'd. 
Thy roses faded, and thy lilies soird. 
What hast thou more to boast of? Will thy lovers 
Flock roond thee now, to gaze and do thee homage? 
Methinks I see thee with thy head low laid ; 
Whilst surfeited upon thy damask cheek. 
The high-fed worm, in lazy volumes roll'd. 
Riots .unscar'd. For this was all thy caution ? 
For this thy painful labours at thy glass, 
T'improye those charms, and keep them m repair. 
For which the spoiler thanks thee not ? Foul feeder I 
Coarse fare and |arrion please thee fall as well. 
And leave as keen a relish oh the sense. 
Look how the fiiir on^ weeps ! the conscious tears 
Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flowers : 
Honest effusion 1 the swoln heart in vain 
Works hard to put a gloss on its distress. 

Strength too ! thou surly and less gentle l^oast 
Of those that laugh loud at the village ring I 
A fit of common sickness pulls thee down. 
With greater ease than e'er thou didst the stripling 
That rashly dared thee to the unequal fight. 
What groan was that I heard ? deep groan indeed ! 
With anguish heavy laden ! let me trace it : 
From yonder bed it comes,, where the strong man. 
By stronger arm belaboured, gasps for breath 
Like a hard-hunted beast. How his great heart 
Beats thick ! his roomy chest by far too scant 
To give his lungs full play ! What now avail 
The strong-built sinewy limbs, and well-spread shoul- 
ders? 
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See how he tu^ for life, and lays about him, 

Mad with the pain ! eager he catches hold 

Of niiat oomei next to hand, and grasps it hard» 

Juit like a creature drowning! hideous sight ! 

Oh ! how his eyes stand out, and stare full ghastly ! 

MThilst the distemper's rank and deadly venom 

Shoots like a burning arrow 'cross his bowels. 

And drinks his marrow up. Heard you that groan ? 

It was his last. See how the great Groliath, 

Just like a child that brawPd' itself to rest. 

Lies still. What mean'st thou then, O mighty boaster! 

To vaunt of nerves of thine ! What means the bull, 

Unconscious of his strength, to play the coward, 

And flee before a feeblQ thing like man ; 

That, knowing weU the slackness of his arm, 

Trusts only in the well-invented knife ! 

With study pale, and midnight vigils spent, 
The star-eurveying sage, dose to his^ye 
Applies the sight-invigorating tube ; 
And travelling through the boundless length of spac% 
Bfarks well the courses of the fiir-seen orbs, 
That roll with regular confusion there, 
In ecstasy of thought. But, ah ! proud man ! 
Great heights are hazardous to the weak head : 
Soon, very soon, thy firmest footing fails ; 
And down thou drop^st into that darksome place, 
Where nor device nor knowledge ever came. 

Here the tongue-warrior lies ! disabled now. 
Disarmed, dishonoured, like a wretch that's gagg'd. 
And cannot tell his ail to passers-by. 
Great man of language ! whence this mighty change? 
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This dum. despair, and drooping; of the head? 

Though strong; persuasion hung; upon th j lip. 

And sly insinuation's softer arts 

In ambush lay about thy flowing tong;ue ; 

Alas ! howehop-fiill^ now! thick mists and silenot 

Rett, like a weary cloud, upon thy breast 

Unceasing. Ah ! where's the lifted arm, 

The strength of action, and the force of words, 

The well-turned period, and the wellrtun'd voice, 

With all the lesser ornaments of phrase ! 

Ah ! fled for ever as they ne'er had been ! 

Raz'd from the book of fiime : or, more prdYokiiig, 

Perhaps some hackney hunger-bitten scribbler 

Insults thy memory, and blots thy tomb 

With long flat narratiye, or duller rhymes. 

With heavy halting pace that drawl along : 

Boongfa to rouse a dead man into rage, 

And warm with red resentment the wan cheek* 

Here the great masters of the healing art. 
These mighty mook defrauders of the tomb ! 
Spite of tfaeurjulqps and catholioons, 
Rengn to fate. Proud iEscolapius' son. 
Where are thy boasted implements of art. 
And aU thy wdl-crammed magazines of health ? 
Nor hill, nor yale, as &r as ship could go. 
Nor margin of the gravel-bottom'd brook. 
Escaped thy rifling hand ; firom stubborn shrubs 
Thou wrung^ their shy retiring virtues out, 
And vez'd them in the fire : nor fly, nor insect, 
Nor writhy snake, escap'd thy deep research. 
But why this apparatui ? why this cost \ 
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Tell OS, thoa doogfaty keeper firom the grare 1 
Wbere are ihj recipes and cordials now. 
With the long list of roodien for thj cores ? 
Alas! thoQ speakest not. The bold impostor 
Looks not more siUy, when the cheats found ooU 

Here the lank-aided miser, worst of feloos ! 
Who meanly stole, discreditable shift ! 
From back and belly too, their proper cheer I 
Eas^d of a tax it irk^d the wretch to pay 
To his own carcass, now lies cheaply lodg'd. 
By damVoos appetites no longer teased, 
Ngr tedious billt of charges and repairs. 
But ahl where are his rents, his comings in? 
Aye ! now youVe made the rich man poor indeed 
Robb'd of his gods, what has he left behind ? 
O cursed lust of gold! when for thy sake 
The fool throws up his interest in both worlds, 
First starv'd in this, then damn'd in that to come. 

How shocking must thy sunmions be, O Death ! 
To him that is at ease in his possessions ; 
Who, counting on long years of pleasure here. 
Is quite unfumish'd for that world to come ! 
In that dread moment, how the frantic soul 
Rayet round the walls of her clay tenement^ 
Runs to each ayenue, and shrieks for help. 
But shrieks in yain! how wishfully she looks 
On all she's leaving, now no longer hers ! 
A little longer, yet a little longer, 
O might she stay to wash away her stains 
And fit her for her passage ! mournful sight ! 
Her very eyes weep blood ; and every groan 
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And bj what waj; .wketlier bj heii^ or aieel : 

Demth^ thoosind doora ftmd <^>cn. WhoeogMfiHee 

The Ol-pleas^d gnat to sit out his foil tine» 

Or blame him if he goes? Surely! hedoesindl 

That helps himself as timelj as he can. 

When able. Bat if there is an hereafter 

And that there is, condenoe uninfluenced. 

And su&r'd to speak, out, tells ererjman. 

Then must it be an awful thing to die ; 

More horrid yet to die by one's own hand« 

Self-murder ! name it not ; our island^ shame, 

That makes her the reproach of neig^bVing stabet • 

Shall Nature, swerving from her earliest dictate, 

Self-presenratioii^ fidl by her own act ! 

Forbid it, heaven ! let not upon di^^ust 

The dbameless hand be foully crimson'd o'er 

With blood of its own lord. Dreadful attempt ! 

Just reeking from self-slaughter, in a rage 

To rush into the presence of our Judge ! 

As if we challenged him to do his worst. 

And mattered not his wrath. Unheard-of tortores 

Most be reserv'd for such : these herd together ; 

The common damn'd shun their society. 

And look upon themselves as fiends less foul. 

Our time is fix'd ; and all our days are number'ds 
How long, how short, we know not : this we know. 
Duty requires we calmly wait the summons, 
Nor dare to stir till heaven shall give permissioB ; 
Like sentries that must ke^ their destined stand. 
And wait th' appointed hour, till they're relieved. 
'HioM only are the brave who keep their ground, 
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And keep it. to the last. To run away 
Ifl t)ut a coward's trick : to run away 
From this world's ills, that at the very worst 
Will soon blow o'er, thinking to mend onrselTet 
By boldly yent'fmg on a world unknown. 
And plunging headlong in the dark ! 'tis mad : 
No frenzy half so desperate as this. 

Tell us, ye dead ! will none of you in pity 
To those you left behind, disclose the secret ?- 
Oh I that some courteous ghost would blab it out, 
.What tis you are, and we must shortly be. 
IVe heard that souls departed have sometimes 
Forewarned men of their death : 'twas ^Qdly done 
To knock and give the alarm. But what means 
This stinted charity ? 'Tis but lame kindnest 
That does its work by halves. Why might you not 
Tell us what 'tis to die ? Do the strict laws 
Of your society forbid your speaking 
Upon a point so nice I 111 ask no more : 
Sullen, like lamps in sepulchres, your shine 
Enlightens but yourselves : well- 'tis no matter : 
A very little time will clear up all. 
And make us leam'd as you are, and as close. 

Death's shafts fly thick 1 Here &lls the village swi" ^ 

And ther^his pamper'd lord ! The cup goes round. 

And who so artful as to put it by ? 

'Tis long since death had the majority : 

Tet, strange ! the living lay it not to heart. 

See yonder maker of the dead man's bed, 

The sexton, hoary-headed chronicle I 

Of hard unmeaning face, down which n^'^et %Vq\« 
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A gentle tear ; with mattock in his hand, 

Digs through whole rows of kindred and acqaaiotanc 

By &r his juniors ! Scarce a scull's cast up ' 

But well he knew its owner, and can tell 

Some passage of his life. Thus, hand in hand, 

The sot has walk'd with death twice twenty years ; 

And yet ne'er younker on the green laughs louder. 

Or dubs a smuttier tale : when drunkards meet ' 

None sings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 

More willing to his cup. Poor wretch ! he minds m 

That soon some trusty brother of the trade 

Shall do for him what he has done for thousands. 

On this side, and on that, men s^ their fiiends 

Drop off, like leaves in autumn ; yet laundi out 

Into fimtastic schemes, which the long livers 

In the world's hale and undegenerate days 

Could scarce have leisure for ; fools that we are ! 

Never to think of death and of ourselves 

At the same time ; as if to learn to die 

Were no concern of 6urs. O more than sottish I 

For creatures of a day, in gamesome mood. 

To frolick on eternity's dread brink, 

Unapprehttisive ; when for aught we know 

The very first swoln surge shall sweep us in. 

Think we, or think we not, time hurries on 

With a resistless, unremitting stream, 

Tet treads more soil, than e'er did midnight thief. 

That slides his hand under the miser's pillow. 

And carries off his prize. What is this world ? 

What but a spacious burial-field unwall'd, 

Strew'd with death's spoils, the spoils of animals. 
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Savage and tame, and lull of dead men's bones ? 
.The very turf on which we tread once liy'd; 
And we (hat live must lend our carcasses 
To cover our own ofispnng : in their turns 
They too must cover theirs. .^Tis here all meet ! 
The shivering^ Icelander, and sun-burnt Moor ; 
Men oi all climes, that never met before ; 
And of ill creeds, the Jew, the Turk, the Christiaiu 
Here the proud prince, and favourite yet prouder, 
His sovereign's keeper, and the people's scourge, 
Are huddled oat of sig^ht. . Here lie abash'd 
The great negoclators of the earth. 
And celebrated masters of the balance. 
Deep read in stratagems, and wiles of courts : 
Now vain their treaty-skill ! Death scorns to treat. 
Here the overloaded slave flings down his burden 
From his gaU'd shoulders ; and when the cruel tyrant 
With all his guards and tools of power about him, 
Cs meditating new unheard-of hardships. 
Mocks his short arm, and quick as thought escapes 
Where tyrants vex not, and the weary rest. 
Here the warm lover, leaving the cool shade. 
The tell-tale echo, and the bubbling stream. 
Time out of mind the ikv'rite seats of love. 
Fast by his gentle mistress lajrs him down 
Unblasted by foul tongue. Here friends and foes 
Lie close, unmindful of their former feuds. * i 

The lawn-rob'd prelate, and plahi presbyter, ^ - 

Ere while that stood aloof as shy to meet, ; 

Familiar mingle here, like sister^streams 
That tome rude interposing rock had split. 
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Here is the lar«;e-limb'd peasant ; here the child 

Of a span lon^, that never saw the sun, 

Nor pretsM the nipple, 8trang;led in life's porch : 

Here is the mother with her sons aM daughters ; 

The barren wife ; the long^-demurring maid, 

Whose lonely unappropriated sweets 

SmilM like yon knot of cowslips on the clifi^ 

Not to be come at by the willing^ band. 

Here are the prude severe, and gay coquette^ 

The sober widow, and the young green virgin, 

Cropped like a rose before His fully blown. 

Or half its worth disdos'd. Strange medley here I 

Here garrulous old age winds up his tale ; 

And jovial youth, of li^tBome vacant heart. 

Whose every day was made of melody. 

Hears not the voice of mirth : 'the shrill-tongu'd ihr«Wy 

Meek as the turtle-dove, forgets her chiding. 

Here are the wise, the generous, and the brave ; 

The just, the good, the worthless, the proftne. 

The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred ; 

The fool, the churl, the scoundrel, and the mean, 

The supple statesman, and the patriot stem : 

The wreck of nations and the spoiOs of time. 

With all the lumber of six thousand years. 

Poor Man ! how happy once in thy first state. 
When yet but warm from thy great Maker's hand, 
He stamped thee with his image, and well-pleas'd 
Smil'd on his last fair work ! Then all was well. 
Sound was the body, and the soul serene ; 
Like two sweet instruments, ne'er out of tune, 
That play their several parts. Nor head, nor heart 
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Offered to ache ; nor was there cause they should* 

For all was pure within : no fell remorse, 

Nor anxious castings up of what may be, 

Alarm'd his peaceful bosom : summer seas 

Show not more smooth when kissed b j southern windtt 

Just ready to expire. Scarce importun'd, 

The g^cnerous soil with a luxuriant hand 

Offered the various produce of the year,. 

And every thing most perfect in its kind. 

Blessed, thrice blessed days I but, ah ! how short ! 

Bless'd as the pleasing dreams of holy men. 

But fugitive, like those, and quickly gone. 

O slippery state of things ! what sudden turns, 

What strange vidssitudes, in the first leaf 

Of man's sad history ! to-day most happy ; 

And, ere to-morrow's sun has set, most abject I 

How scant the space between these vast extremes ! 

Thus far'd it with our Sire : not long he ei\joy'd 

His paradiM ! scarce had the happy tenant 

Of the fair spot due time to prove its sweets. 

Or sum them up, when straight he must be gone. 

Ne'er to return again. And must he go ? 

Can nought compound for the first dire offence 

Of erring man ? Like one that is cbndemn^d, 

Fain would he trifle time with idle talk. 

And parley with his fate. But 'tis in vain. 

Not an the lavish odours of the place, 

Offer'd in incense, can procure his pardon, 

Or mitigate his doom. A mighty angel 

With flaming sword forbids his longer stay. 

And drives the loiterer forth ; nor must he takt 

6* 
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One list ind fiu«well round. At once he lost 

His g^orj and his God. If mortal now. 

And sorely mainf d, no wonder I Man has snmM 

Sick of his bliss, and bent <m new adTentures, 

Eyilhe would needs try : nor tried in Tain. 

(Dreadful expenment ! destructiTe measure ! 

"Where the worst thing^ could happen, is success.) 

Alas ! too well he sped : the good he scom'd 

Stalk'd off reluctant, like an ill-us^d ghost. 

Not to return ; or, if it did, its visits 

Like those of angels short, and far between : 

Whilst the black daemon, t^ith his hell-'scaped train. 

Admitted once into its better room. 

Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone ; 

Lording it o*er the man, who now too late 

Saw the rash error which he could not njend ; 

An error fatal not to him alone. 

But to his future sons, his fortune's heirs. ^ 

Inglorious bondage I human nature groans 

Beneath a vassalage so vile and cruel, 

And its vast body bleeds through every vein. 

What havoc hast thou made, foul monster, Sin ! 
Greatest and first of ills ! the fruitful parent 
Of woes of all dimensions ! but for thee 
Sorrow had never been. All noxious things 
Of vilest nature, other sorts of evilis, 
Are kindly circumscrib'd, and have their bounds. 
The fierce volcano, from its burning entrails 
That belches molten stone and globus of fire, 
Involv'd in pitchy clouds of smoke and stench, 
Mun the aiyacent fields for some leagues 
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And there it stops. The big-swoln inundation, 

Of mischief more diffusive, raving loud. 

Buries vrhole tracts of country, threafning more ; 

But that too has its shore it cannot pass. 

More dreadful far than these, sin has laid waste, 

Not here and there a country, but a world ; 

Despatching^ at a wide extetided blow 

Entire mankiBd, and for their sakes defacing 

A whole creation's beauty with rude hands ; 

Blasting the foodful grain, the loaded branches, 

And marking all along its way with ruin. 

Accursed thing ! O where shall iancy find 

A proper name to call thee by, expressive 

Of all thy horrors ? pregnant womb of ills I 

Of temper so transcendently malign, 

That toads and serpents of most deadly kind 

Compar'd to thee are harmless. Sicknesses 

Of every size and symptom, racking pains, 

And bluest plagues are thine I See how the fiend ^ 

Profusely scatters the contagion round ; 

Whilst deep-mouth'd slaughter, bellowing at her heels, 

Wades deep in blood new spilt ; yet for to-morrow 

Shapes Out new work c^ great uncommon daring, 

And inly pines till the dread blow is struck. 

But hold ! I've gone too far ; too much discovered 
My father's nakedness, and nature's shame. 
Here let me pause ! and drop an honest tear, 
One burst of filial duty, and condolence. 
O'er all those ample deserts Death hath spread, 
This chaos of mankind. O great man-eater \ 
^1)086 every day is carnival, not sated yet 1 
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Unhemrd-of epicure ! without a ftUoW 1 
The reriest g;lattoiis do not always cram ; ' 
Some intenrals of abstinence are sought t 

To edge the appetite : thou seekest none. 
Methtnks the countless swarms thou hast dtVOtt^ 
And thousands that each hour thou gobUctt opt 
This, less than this, ought geige thee to thafiilL 
But, ah ! rapacious still, thou gap'st for more ; 
Like one, whole days defrauded of his mea]a» - 
On whom lank hunger lays his skinny hand* 
And whets to keenest eagerness his crayiogs, 
(As if Diseases, Massacre, and Poison, 
Famine, and War, were not thy caterers !) 

But know that thou must render up thy detd* 
And with high interest too ! they are not thiae ; 
But only in thy keeping for a seasost 
Till the great promised day of restitution ; 
When loud diffusive sound from brazen trump 
Of 8trong4ang'd cherub shall alarm thy captires, 
And rouse the long, long sleepers into life, 
Day-light, and liberty.—- 
Then must thy ^tes fly open, and reveal 
The mines that lay long forming under grouiid« 
Jn their dark cells immured ; but now full ripe» 
And pure as silver from the crucible^ 
That twice has stood the torture of the firei 
And inquisition of the foi^e. We know 
The illustrious Deliverer of mankind, 
The Son of God, thee foil'd. Him in thy pow«r 
Thou oouldst not hold : self-vigorous he roiei 
And, shaking off tbj fetters, soon retook 
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Those spoils his Toluntary yielding; lent^ 
(Sure pledge of our releasemeat from thy thraU 1) 
Twice twenty days he sojoum'd here on earth, 
And show'd himself alive to chosen vdtnesses 
By proofs so strongs that the most slow-assenting 
Had not a scruple left. This ha^nngdone, 
He mounted up to heaven. Methinks I see him 
Climb the aerial heights and glide along 
Athwart the severing clouds : but the faint eye. 
Flung backward in the chase, soon drops its hold, 
Disabled quite, and jaded with pursuing^ 
Heaven^s portals wide expand to let him in ; 
Nor are his friends shut out : as some great prince 
Not for himself alone procures admission. 
But for his train ; it was his royal will. 
That where he is, there should his followers be* 
Death only lies between ! a gloomy path! 
Made yet more gloomy by our coward fear ! 
But nor untrod,nor tedious ; the fat^e 
Will soon go off. Besides, there's no by-road 
To bliss. Then why, like ill-conditioned childreiit 
Start we at transient hardships in the way 
That leads to purer air and softer skies, 
And a ne'er setting sun ? Fools that we are ! 
We wish to be where sweets unwithering bloom ; 
But straight our wish revoke, and will not go. 
So have I seen, upon a summer's even. 
Fast by the rivlet's brink, a youngster play : 
How wishfully he looks to Stem the tide ! 
This moment resolute, next unresolv'd. 
At last he 4ips his foot ; but as he dipt 
Hit Uan redouble, and he ram «w«y 
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From th* inoflenaire stream, unmindful now 
Of all the flowers that paint the farther bank, 
And smiled so sweet oflate. Thrice wdoone Death 
That after many a painM Ueedh^f st^ 
Condnets tu to our home, and laadi osnle 
On the loog^ wiahM-for shore. FtadigKMiajolwacie! 
Oar bane tnm'd to a Ueamg ! Death dmurmVI 
Loaes his fisUnes qaite ; all thanks to Km 
Who soooi^d the venom out ! Sare tiie last cad 
Of the good man is peace. How calm his exit ! 
Night-dews &11 not more gently to Uie gromd. 
Nor weary worn-out winds eiqnre so soft. 
Behold him! in the evening tide of tifei 
A life well spent, whose early care it wis 
His riper years should not upbraid his grMii 
By unperceiv'd degrees he wears away ; 
Yet like the sun seems larger at his setting ! 
High in his faith and hopes, look I how he reaebw 
Alter the prize in view ! and, like a bird 
That's hamper'd, struggles hard to get away I 
Whilst the glad gates of sight are wide eipuided 
To let new glories in, the first fair firuits 
Of the fast-conung harvest ! Then ! O then I 
Each earth-bom joy grows vile, or disappears, 
Shrunk to a thing of nought. O how ha lc«gs 
To have his passport sign'd, and be dismiss'd ! 
rris done, and now he's happy ! The fitA soul 
Has not a wish uncrowned. Even the lag flesh 
Rests too in hope of meeting once again 
III better half; never to sunder more. 
Nor shall it hope in vain : the time AraWI ea 
fVAea not a single spot of burial-etxth^ « - 
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Whtther on land, or in the spacious sea, 

But miiBt give back its loDg-committed dust 

InTiolate : and fidthfiiUj shall these 

Make up the fall account ; not the least atom 

CmibeXEled, or mislaid, of the whole tale. 

Each soul shall have a body ready-fumish'd ; 

And each shall hare his own. Hence, ye profime : 

Ask not how this can be. Sure the same power 

That reared the piece at first, and took it down, 

Can re-assemble the loose scattered parts. 

And put them as they were : Almighty Go4 

Has done much more : nor is his arm impaired 

Through length ef days ; and what he can he will 

His faithfulness stands bound to see it done. 

When the ^dread trumpet sounds, the slmnbering dust, 

Not unattentive to the call, shall Wake ; 

And every joint possess its proper place, 

With a new elegance of form, unknown 

To its first state. Pf or shall the conscious soul 

Mistake its partner ; but amidst the crowd, 

Singling its other half, into its arms 

Shall rush, with all the impatience of a man 

That's new come home, who having long been absent, 

With haste runs over every difierent room, 

In pain to see the whole. Thrice happy meeting ! 

Nor time, nor death, shall ever part them more. 

Tis but a night« a long and moonless night ; 
We make tiie grave our bed, and then are gone. 

Thus, at the shut of even, the weary bird 
LMwm tha wide air, and in some lonely brake 
Cqwwi cbWBvMki doBCf till the dawn of day ; 
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DEATH OF LADY COVENTRY. 

Written in 1760. 



The midnight clock has toll'd — and, hark ! th« beU 
Of death beats slow : heard ye the note profbimd ? 

It pauses now ; and now, s^ith rising knell. 
Flings to the hollow gale its sullen sound. 

Tes — CoTentry is dead. Attend the strain. 
Daughters of Albion \ ye that, light as air, 

€o oft have tripp'd in her fantastic train, 
With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair : 

For she was fair beyond your brightest bloom ; 

(This envy owns, since now her bloom is fled;) 
Fair as the forms that, wove in Fancy's loom, ' 

Float in light vision round the poet's head. 

Whene'er with soft serenity she smird. 
Or caught the orient blush of quick surprise, 

How sweetly mutable, how brightly wild, 
Tht liquid lustre darted from her eyes ! 
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f . Each look, each moticm, wak^d a new-born grace, 

That o'er her form its transient glory cast ; 
Some loyelier wonder soon usurped the place, 
Chased by a charm vtill loyelier than the last. 

That bell again ! It tells us what she is ; 
On what she was, no more the strain prolong ; 
I Luxuriant fancy,.pause ! an hour like this 

• Demands the tribute of a serious song. 

Maria daims it from that sable bier, 

'YO^en cold and wan the slumberer rests her head 
In still small whispers to reflection's ear 

She breathes the solemn dictates of the dead. 

O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud ! 
jProdaim tiie theme, by sage, by fool, rerer^d ; 

* * Hear it, ye young, ye vain, ye great, ye proud ! 

■ ^ Tis Nature speaks, and Nature will be heard. 

i Yes ; ye shall hear, and tremble as ye hear, 

While high with health, your hearts ezulting leap, 

\ E'en in the midst of pleasure's mad car^r. 

The mental monitor shall wake and weep ! 

i 

For say, thmCoYeatry's propitious itar. 
What bri|^iter planet on your births aroM? 

Or gare^if fortune's gifts an ampler share* 
In life to ImTish, or by death to lose ? 

Etrlytoloie! While borne on iMuywiiig, 

T* 4^ th*«Mlur of each TaryagblocBL; 

7 
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Nor fear, while basking^ in the meads of spriBg:, 
The wintry slorm that sweeps you to tbo tomK 

Think of her fate ! revere the heavenly hand 
That led her hence^ though soon, by steps so slow ; 

Xiong at her couch Death took his patient standi 
And menaced dfl,-and oft withheld the blow: 

To give reflection time, with lenient art 
Each fond delusion from her soul to steal ; 

Teach her from folly peaceably to part, 
And wean her from a world she lov'd so wolL 

Say, are ye sure his mercy shall extend ' 

To you so long a span ? Alas, ye sigh ! 

Make then, while yet ye may, your God your friend, 
And learn with equal ease to sleep or die! 

Nor think the Muse, whose sober voice you hear. 
Contracts with bigot frown her sullen brow ; 

Oasts round religion's orb the mists of fear. 

Or shades with horrors what with smiles should glof 

No — she would warm you with seraphic fire, 
Heirs as ye are of heaven's eternal day ; 

Would bid you boldly to that heaven aspire. 
Nor sink and slumber in your cells of clay. 

Enow, ye were form'd to range yon azure field, 

In yon etherial founts of bliss to lave : 
Force then, secure in frdth's protecting shield. 

The sting from death, the victory from the gmn^ 
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thii the big;ofs rant ? Away, ye vain. 
Tour hopes, your fears, in doubt, in dulncss steep ; 
> sooth yocL' souls, in sickness, g^ief^ or pain. 
With the sad solace of eternal sleep I 

t will I praise you, triflers as ye are, ^ 
tfore than those preachers of your farVite creed, 
lo proudly swell the brazen throat of war, 
Nh» form the phalanx, bid the battle bleed, 

r wish for more ; who conquer but to die. 
lear, Folly, hear, and triumph in the tale ! 
» you they reason, not like you enjoy 
rhe breeze of bliss that fills your silken sail ! 

pleasure's glittering stream ye gayly steer 
four little course to cold oblivion's shore ; 
By dare the storm, and throc^h th' inclement yes 
item the rough surge, and brare the torrent's roar 

; lor glory f ^That just fate denies ; 
lODg must the warrior moulder in his shroud, 
: from her trump the heaven-breath'd accents rise, 
lut lift the hero from the fighting crowd ! 

. his grasp of empire to extend? 
*o curb the fury of insulting foes ? 
bition, cease ! the idle contest end : 
Vim but a kingdom thou canst win or lose. 

I wby most marder'd myriads lose their all, 
[f life bjB all,) why desolation lower 
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With famish'd frown on this affrighted ball. 
That thou may'st flame the meteor of an hour? 

Go, wiser ye, that flutter life away. 

Crown with the mantling juice the g;ul)lethigh 1 
Weaye the light dance with festiye freedom gay, 

And lire your moment, since the next ye die ! 

Yet know, vain skeptics *. know, the Almighty MiBd» 
Who breathM on man a portion of his fire, 

j>aae his free soul, by earth nor time confin'd. 
To heayen, to immortality aspire. 

Nor shall the pile of hope his meroy rear'd. 

By yain philosophy be e'er destroyed : 
Eternity, by all or wish'd or frar'd. 

Shall be by all or suffer'd or eskjofd ! 

NoTS. In a book of French yenes, entitled (Euvret du 
Philosophe de Saru Soueiy and lately reprinted at Berlin 
by authority, under the title of Pouiet Dioenet, may be 
found an Epistle to Marshal Kath, written professedly 
asainst the immortality of the soul. By way (Mf specimen 
, of the whole, take the following lines : 

De Tayenir, cher Keith, jugeons par le passe ; 

Comme ayant que je ^me il n'ayoit poiitf penie ; 

De meme, apros ma moct, quand toutes mes partiet 

Par la corruption seront aneanties. 

Far un meme dest in il ne pensera plus ! 

Non. rien n'est plus certain, soyons en conyaiiioii. 

It is to this EpisUe that the laUer purt of the Elegy al 
lodes. 
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Bxour, my soul, the exalted lay ! 
Let each enraptured thought obey, 

And praise the Almighty's name. 
Lo ! heaven and earth, and seas, and ikiefy 
In one melodious concert rise, 

To swell the inspiring theme. 

Te fields of light, celestial plains, 
IVhere gay transporting beauty reignSf 

Te scenes divinely fair ! 
Tour Maker^ wondrous'power prodaiml 
Tell how he fbrmM your shining firame^ 

And breathed the fluid air. 

Te angels, catch the thrilling sound 1 
While an the adoring thrones around 

His boundless merey sing : 
Let every listening saint above 
Wake all the tuneful soul of love. 

And touch the sweetest string 
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Joia, ye loud spheres, the vocal tdm ; 
'Thou, dazzling orb of liquid fire. 

The mighty chorus aid : 
SooA as gray eveiuBg gilds the plaia, 
Thou, xnooo, protract the meltiBg ttruii 

And praise him ia the shade. 

Tbea heaven of heavens, his vast abod^^ 
Ye doads, proclaim your forming God, 

Who caird yon worlds from night : 
*♦ Ye shades, dispel !" — th' Eternal said ^ 
At once th' involving* darkness fled, 

And nature sprung to light. 

Whate V a blooming world contains, 
'That wings the air, that sldms the plaiBflb 

United praise bestow : 
Ye dragons, soimd his awful name 
To heaven aleud ; and roar acclaim, 

Ye swelling deeps below. 

Let every element rejoice : 

Ye thunders, burst with awful voice 

To him who bids you roll ; 
His praise in softer notes declare, 
Each whispering breese of yielding ahi^ 
And breathe it to the soul. 

To hiok, ye graceful cedars, bow; 
Ye teweriag mouataias, beading lew; 
Your great Creator x>wn; 



HYMN, 

Tellf^hen afirighted nature Aookt 
How Sinai kindled at his look, 
And trembled at his irown. 

Te flocks, that haunt the humble Tal«^ 
Te insects, fluttering^ on the g;ale, 

In mutual concourse rise : 
Crop the gay rose's yermeil bloom, 
And waft its spoils, a sweet periiBne, 

In incense to the skies. 

Wake, all ye mountain tribes, and sing; 
Te blooming warblers of the spring, 

Harmcmious anthems raise 
To hia who shap'd your finer mould, 
Who tipt your glittering wings with gol4, 

And tun'd your voice to praise. 

X^ man, by nobler passions sway'd, 
The feding heart, the judging head. 

In heavenly praise employ; 
Spread his tremendous name around, 
TiU heaven's broad arch rings back the sound, 

The general burst of joy. 

¥e, whem the charms of grandeur please, 
Nurs'd on the downy lap of ease, 

Fall prestrate at his throne-; 
¥e prinoei,nder8, all adere ; 
Fvaise him ye kings, who makes your powei 

An image of his ewsu 







UTMN. 



T e fuT) hf Bftture formM to ttore, 
O pniw tt» «Ibkm1 Sooroft of Lot« 

Witili yoa^^ «dmnQS liro : 
L«l ago tiki 19 tikft tniifiil lay, 
S%b hv Hast BUM-tboft sow awqr 




ODE TO LEVEN WATER, 

Ojt Leven^s banks, while free to roy* 
And tone the rural pipe to loye, 
I enTied not the happiest swain 
That ever trod the Arcadian plain. 
Pore stream ! in whose transparent waTt 
My jouthftil limbs I wont to lave ; 
No torrents stain thy limpid souree ; 
No' rocks impede tby dimpling^ courses 
That sweetly warbles o'er its bed« 
With white, round, polished pebbles spread ; 
While, lightly pois'd, the scaly brood. 
In myriads deaye thy crystal flood ; 
The springing^ trout, in speckled pride 
/ The salmon, monarch of the tide ; 

The ruthless pike, intent on war ; 
The silyer eel, and mottled par. 
Deyolying from thy parent lake, 
A charming maze thy waters make,. 
By bowers of birch and groves of pine 
And hedges flowered with eglantine 
Still on ttiy banks so gayly green. 
May numVous herds and flocks be seen : 
And lasses, rhaaring o'er the pail ; 
And shepherds, piping in the dale ; 
And ancient faith, that knows no guile ; 
And industry, embrown'd with toil ; 
And hearts resoly'd, and hands prepar'd, 
The blessings they enjoy to guard. 




THE FIRE-SIDE. 



Obar Chloe, while the busy crowd. 
The yain, the wealthy, mnd the prood. 

In FoUy^ maze advance ; 
Though singularity and pride 
Be oallM our choice, well step aside. 

Nor join the giddy danoe. 

From the gay world well oft retire, 
To our oWn fiunily and fire, 

Where love our hours employif 
Ne noisy neighbour enters here,J 
No intermeddling stranger near. 

To spoil our heart-felt Joyib 

If solid happiness we prize, 
Within our breast this jewel Ues ; 

And they are fools who roam : 
The world has nothing to bestow ; 
From our own selves our joys most lloff 

And that dear hut our home. 

Of rest was Noah^ dov* beieft; 
When with impatient wiqg die lift 
That safe retreat, the ark ; 
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Oiying^ her vain ezcorsion o'er, 
The disappointed bird once more 
Explored the sacred bark. 

ThcMig^h fools s^um Hymen's gentle powers, 
We, who improve his golden hours, 

By sweet experience know. 
That marriage, rightly understood. 
Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradise below. 

Our babes shall richest comforts bring ; 
If tutor'd right, theyll prove a spring 

Whence pleasures ever rise : 
Well form their £&inds, with studious caret 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 

And train them for the skies. 

While they our wisest hours exigage, 
Theyll joy our youth, support our age, 

And crown our hoary hairs : 
ITieyll grow in virtue every day. 
And thus our fondest loves repay. 

And recompense our cares* 

No borrowed joys, they're all our own. 
While to the world we live unknown. 

Or by the world forgot : 
Monarchs ! we envy not your state ; 
We look with pity on the great, 

And bl«fs our humble lot« 
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TUl;: FIRE-SIDE. 

Our portion ia not Urgfe, indeed ; 
But then how liflle do we need ! 

For natore^a ealla are few : 
In this the art of liying^ lies, 
To want no more than may BoflBeet 

And make that little do. 

We^ therefore relish, with eontenti 
Whate'er kind Proyidence has tentt 

Nor aim beyond our power ; 
For if our stock be very small, 
Tis prudence to enjoy it all. 

Nor lose the present hour. 

To be resigned when ills betide, 
Patient when fiiToars are denied. 

And pleased with fayours-giren ; 
Dear Chloe, this is wisdom's part ; 
Thif is that incense of the heart 

Whose frag;ranoe smells to hearea. 

Well ask no long^ protraetod treat, 
Sinoe winter-lif() is seldom sweet ; 

Bat when oar feast u o'er. 
Grateful from table we'll arise, 
Nor gH^dge oar som, with enTiooa eyei, 

The relies of oar store. 

That, hand in hand, throagh life well go ; 
Its oheqaer'd paths of Joy and wo 
With cautious steps well tread ; 
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Quit its yain scenes without a tear, 

Without a trouble or a fear, • 

And mingle with the dead. 

While Conscience, like a fiuthful friend. 
Shall through ^e gloomj Tale attend, 

And cheer our djmg breath ; 
Shan, when all other conUorts cease. 
Like a kind angel whisper peace. 

And smooth the bed of death* 
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I woo thee, death • ' -^4 g^OT '-"\ 

. ;t the gay """S*** 1 ife and i«» JOJ* 

tctweg J ^" . . thi» hour, 

A „a chamels pale, t«'^ ^ .crow wJ P»* 

otcasre phanto*. *o^e .hado^ '^^ 

"Vitb sUeul gl»««^.^ »** w cave's rece«, 

^^ fu Deep in*"'*"*' „ Midfea©'- 
Of Death. ^ . „-. lufleaa streaffli •»" 
- . LaVdby Obhvion.^»«^^ led horror. 

Mh» right h««l,«««e„tSto, 



^^^f'-^'f'r^W^a cruel car. 
With fatal «'f;^„i^t5^aahi» rt>nf 

Ind tipping ''''y ^ «o««d I'i- -«« ^' 
From her intern^ »^**-'^ 
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In terrible array, and mixture strange 

Of niiGoath ihapes, stands hia dread ministers. 

Foremost Old age, his natural ally 

And firmest firiend ; next him Diseases thick, 

A motley train ; Fever with cheek of fire ; 

CoDsiimption wan : Palsy, half- warm with life. 

And half a day-cold lamp ; joint-tortVing Gout ; 

An^ eyer-^puiwing; Rheum ! Convulsion wild ; 

■Swollen Dropsy ; panting^ Asthma ; Apoplez 

Fnll-gorg'd. There too the Pestilence that walks 

In darkness, and the Sickness that destroys 

At broad noon-day. These, and a thousand more, .. 

Horrid to tell, attentive wait , and, when 

By Heaven^ command Death waves his ebon wand. 

Sudden rush fiirCh to execute his purpose. 

And scatter desolation o^er the earth. 

m-fided Man ! for whom such various forms 
Of misery wait, and mark their future prey ! 
Ah ! why, all-righteous Father, didst thou make 
This creatore, Man ? Why wake the unconscious dust 
To life and wretchedness ! O better far 
Still had he slept in uncreated night, 
If this the lot ofbeing ! Was it for this 
Thy breath divine kindled within his breast 
The vital flame ? For this was thy fair imagr> 
Stamp'd on his soul in godlike lineaments ? 
For this dominion given him absolute 
O'er all thy works, only that he might reign 
Supreme in wo ? From the blest source of Good 
Could Pain and Death proceed ? Could such foul ills 
Pan fi-om fair Mercy's hands ? Far be the thoo^t^ 
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The impious thought ! God never mude a creatim 

Bat what was g^ood. He made a living Saul; 

ITie tereiehid' Mortal was the work of Man. 

Forth from hit Maker'^s hands he spnmo^ to llfei 

Yresh with immortal bloom ; no pain he knew, 

So fear of change, no check to his desires, 

Save one command. That one command, wfaieh ill 

^wixt him and death, the test of his obedience, 

Urg'd on by wanton curiosity. 

He broke. There in one moment was undone 

The fiiirest of God^s woiks. The same rash hana 

That pluckM in evil hour the &tal fruit, 

Unbarr'd the gates of Hell, and let loose &in 

And Death, and all the fiunily of Pain, 

To prey upon Mankind. Tonng Nature saw 

The monstrous crew, and shook thro^ all her framflb 

Then fled her new-bom lustre, then began 

Heaven^s cheerful face to lower, then vapours chok^ 

The troubled air, and form'd a veil of clouds 

To hide the willing Sun. The earth convulsed 

With painfiH throes threw forth a bristly crop 

Of thorns and briers ; and insect, bird, and beast, 

That wont before with admiration fond 

To gaze at man and fearless crowd around hti ft, 

Now fled before his face, shunning in haste 

The infection of his misery. He alone 

Who justly might, the offended Lord of Man, 

Tum'd not away his face ; he, full of pity. 

Forsook not in this uttermost distress 

His best lov'd work. That comfort still remain'di 

(That best, that greatest comfort in aflliction j 
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antenance of God, and throug;h the gloom 
rfh Mine kindly gleams, to cheer and warm 
faoder^ amkmg lonl. Hope, sent from Heaven, 
d his drooping head, and show'd alar 
ier scene of things ; the Promised Seed 
liBg upon the Serpents humbled crest ; 
of hSs sting disann'd ; and the dark grave, 
lervions to the realms of endless day, 
■e the limit but the gate of life. 
ir*d with the view, Man went to till the ground, 
rhence he rose ; sentenced indeed to toil 
punishment, yet (ev'n id wrath 
oifol 18 Heav'n) tbis toil became 
lace of his woes, the sweet employ 
y a lire-long hour, and surest guard 
t Disease and Death. Death tho* denounced. 
It a distant iU, by feeble arm^ 
, his s(de support, ledslowly on. 
SB, as since, the short-liv'dsons of men 
1 to his realms in countless multitudes ; 
in the course of twice five hundred years 
itary g^iost went shivering down 
upeopled shore. In sober state 
fa tiie sequestered vale of rural life, 
nerable Patriarch guileless held 
lourofhis way; Labour prepared 
|dtt &re, and Temperance rul^d his board, 
rith his daily toil, at early eve 
k to raddenrest; gentle and pure 
ith of avemng Zephyr, and as sweet 
i3 his slumbers ; with the Sun he rose, 

8* 
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Alert and Tig^orom as He, to run 

Hii destin'd coone. Thus nerved with g^iaat ttxmgiht 

He itemm'd the tide of time, and ftood the draelc 

Of ages rolling harmless o''er bis bead. 

At lifers meridian |K>int arrived, he stood. 

And looking round, saw all the yalleys fiUVl 

With nations from his loins ; fuU well content 

To leave his race thus scattered o'er the earth. 

Along the gentle slope of lifers declina ^ 

He bent liis gradual way, till full of years 

He dropt like mellow fruit into his grave. 

Such in the infancy of Time was Man ; 
So calm was life, so impotent was Death ! 
O had he but preserved these few remains, 
The shattered fragmenb of lost huppxnes, 
SnatohM by the hand of Heav'n from the sad wreck 
Of innocence primeval ; still had he li^ijd 
In ruin great ; though fallen, yet not forlorn ; 
Though mortal, yet not every where beset 
With Death in every shape ! But he, impatient 
To be completely wretched, hastens to fill up 
The measure of his woes : — ^^was Man himself 
Brought Death into the world ; and Man himself 
Gave keenness to his darts, quickened his pace. 
And multiplied destruction on mankind. 

First Envy, eldest-bom of Hell, embru'd 
Her hands in blood, axkl taught the Sons of Men 
To make a Death which Nature never made, 
And God abhorred ; with violence mde to breal 
The thread of life ere half its length was mn, 
And rob a wretched brother of his being. 
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With joy Ambition saw, and soon improy'd 
'Hie execrable deed. 'Twas not enough 
By subtle fraud to snatch a single life ; 
Puny impiety ! whole kingdoms feU 
To sate the lust of power : more horrid still, 
Tko foulest stain and scandal of our nature, 
Bectoine its boast. One murder made a villain ; 
MiC*%7ns a hero. Princes were privileg'd 
To kil), and numbers sanctified the crime.- 
Kh ! wby will Kings forget that they are Men f 
ind Men that they are brethren ? Why delight ' 

tOn human sacrifice ? Why burst the ties 
Of Natur% that should knit their souls together ^ 
in one soft bond of amity and love ? 
Yet still they breathe destruction, still go on 
Inhumanly ingenious to find out 
New pains for life, new terrors for the grave. 
Artificers of Death ! Still Monarchs dream 
Of universal empire growing up 
^rom universal ruin. Blast the design, 
■•Great God of Hosts, nor let thy creatures fall 
•Unpitied victims at Ambition^s shrine ! 

Yet say, should Tyrants learn at last to feel. 
And the loud din of battle cease to bray ; 
Should dove-eyed Peace 6*er all the earth extend 
fier oKve-branch, and give the world repose. 
Would Deaih be foil'd f Would health, and stren^' 

youth 
Defy his power ? Has he no arts in store, 
'No other shafts save those of war ? Alas ! 
£v^ in themile of Peace, that smile which shedi 
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toW thft soul, there baski 
War its tboasmi daji ; 
le the eMbeltled pUin, 
I>Mlh onUi^ «■! ciipB hb rarcn wiflig^ 
Td i«ipa hi Mft er^ there ■> abeolate, 
Se MMreiteBii M ie JOB frantic aoenei 
Ofa a fcM g h t rerd end tuinnltaoas ouilh^ 
Where in tiie intazicetni^ draa^t oonoeel^d. 
Or ooochM he&eeth the ^tenoe of lawless love. 
He flsares theaio^e youth, who, nought suspectiBg^ 
Means to he Uest — ^bat finds himself undone. 

Down the smooth stream of life the stripling dartii 
Gay as the mom; bright g^ows the yenial dgr* 
H<^ fwidls his sails, and Passion steers his couxm^ 
Safe i^ides his little haik along the shore 
Where Viitae takes her stand; but if too &r 
He launches fi>rth beyond Discretion^ mark. 
Sodden the tempest scowls, the suiges roar. 
Blot his fiur day, and plunge him in the deep. 
O sad but sure mischance ! O happier fif 
To lie like gallantHowe Udst Indian wilds 
A breathless corse, cut off by savage hands 
la earliest prime, a generous sacrifice 
To fireedom's holy cause, than so to fiJl, 
Torn immature firom life^ meridian Joys, 
A prey to Vice, Intemperance, and Disease. 

Yet dio evHi thus, thus rather perish still, 
Te Mmi of Fleaiare by the Alm^ty stricken. 
Than ever dare (though oft, alas I ye dare) 
To lift against yoarBelves the murderous stad, 
^*o WTMt fl'om Ood'i own hand the iword of Justiee 
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And be your own avengers ! HolJ, rash Man, 
Though with anticipating; ipeed thoaM rang'd 
Through every region of delight, nor left 
One joy to gild the evening of thy days : 
Though life seem one uncomfortable void, 
GuHt at thy heels, before thy face Despair ; 
Tet gay this scene, and light this load.of wo, - 
Compar'd with thy hereafter. Think, O think. 
And ere thou plunge into the vast abyss, 
Panw CB the verge awhile : look down and see 
Thy future mansion. Why that start of horror ? 
From thy slack hand why drops the uplifted steel ? 
Didst thou not think such vengeance'must await 
The wretdi, that with his crimes all firesh about him 
Rushes irreverent, unprepared, uncall'd. 
Into his Maker's presence, throwing back 
Wiih insolent disvlain his choicest gift ? 

live then, while heaven in pity lends thee life. 
And think it all too short to wash away. 
By penitential tears and deej^contrition. 
The teariet of thy crimes. So shalt thou find 
Rett to thy soul ; so nnappall'd shalt meet 
De ath when he comes, not wantonly ihvile 
His lingering stroke. Be it thy sole concern 
Witii innocence to live : with patience wait 
The appointed hour ; too soon that hour will come, 
Though Nature run her course. But Nature's God, 
If peed require, by thousand various ways. 
Without thy aid can shorten that short span. 
And quench the lamp of life. O when he comes, 
Rons'd by the cry of wickedness extreme. 
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To Hearwi iiofniltng from Boae{;va]ljlad« 

Now ripo lor Toogeanee ; wheo ht camm amjV 

In ftU tbo ierron of Almiglitj wnlh. 

Forth frooi bit botom plucks bis liagcria^i 

And on tbo miiereanti poun ( 

Who eon abido bit comings? Who em 

lilt whole ditpleifore? fci no oommon fiirm 

Doath than appoan, bat ttartin^ into liae 

Knormoiit, moasorof with gigantic stride 

The attonithM Earth, and from his looks throwi i 

Unutterable horror and dismay ; 

All Nature lends her aid. £ach dement 

Arms in his cause. Ope fly the doors of HenTVi; 

The fountains of the deep their barriers break; 

Above, below, the riral torrents pour. 

And drown Creation ; or, in floods of fire 

Descends a lirid cataract, and consumes 

An impious raoe. Sometimes, when all seems peace, 

Wakes the grim whirlwind, and with rude embrace 

Sweeps nations to their graye, or in the deep 

Whelms the proud wooden world; foil many a youth 

Floats on the watery bier, or lies unwept 

On tome tad deiert shore ! At dmd of wigbt. 

In sullen tileaoe ttalks forth Pestaknc* ; 

ContafioD doto bdiind tainb an her tle|« 

With poiiODons dew ; no smiting hand is teen, 

Nu lound is heard ; but soon her secret path 

Is mark*d with desolation ; heaps on heaps 

Promiiouous drop. No friend, no refuge near ; 

All, all is folse and treacherous around ; 

All that they touch, or tasttf, or breathe, is Death 
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But ah I what means that ruinooa roar ? why fiJl 
Theie tottering^ feet ! Earth to its centre feels 
The Godhead^B power, and trembling at his touch 
Through all its piUui, and in eyerj poroi 
Hurls to the ground, with one convulsiye heave, 
Precipitating domes, and towns, and towers, 
The work of ^es. Crushed beneath the weight 
Of general devastation, milliohs find 
One common grave ; not even a widow left 
To wail her sons : the house, that should protect, 
Entombs its master ; and the faithless plain, 
If there he flies for help, with sudden yawn 
Starts from beneath him. - Shield me, gracious Heaven^ 
O snatch me from destruction? If this Globe, 
This solid Globe, which thine own hand hath made 
So firm and sure, if this my steps betray ; 
If my own mother Earth, from whenoe I sprung. 
Rise up with rage unnatural to devour 
Her wretched offipring, whither shall I fly f 
Where look for succour ? Where but up to thee^ 
Almighty Father? Save, O save thy suppliant 
From horrors such as these f At thy good time 
Let death approach ; I reck not — ^let him but come 
Id genuine form, not with thy vengeance arm'd. 
Too much for man to bear. O rather lend 
Thy kindly aid to mitigate his stroke ; 
And at that hour when all aghast I stand 
(A trembling candidate for thy compassion) 
On this world*8 brink, and look into the next ; 
When my soul, starting from the dark unknowiiy 
Caitf ba6k a wishful look, and fondly cUn^ 
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To htr fiaipnipv umrilliBS to be 
Fraim tfan frir MM, froB an 
And aH tbs lofvly relative 
TImb died thjaoBfixts o*€r hm, ^i><B^ P*i^ <n 
Thapndataftfaylooln. Lafcaoduk 
In all their hidMOi fisBitiiaLslKtiBg^ op» 
p ^awt ff' | * m — f w mnnd my ennch. in. griaa em^ 
And ftnb mj bleeding henrt withtvu ii||;nd 
Sense of peit gniltt and dread of fitfmre 
Far be the ^Midj crew ! Auiintlieir 
Let ehecrfiil Memory fironi her poreii eelb 
Lead forth a goodly train of Yirtone fntf 
ChcririiU in cazlieat y&oth, now paying back 
With tcnfiild osory the piooa care. 
And p o ming ei'crniy wonnda the henTanly babn 
Of con e eioae iua o cence. Bat diieAy, Thon, 
Whonioft-ey^ Fky onee led down finooi HeaT^i» 
To bleed for man, to teach hini how to liye, 
And,<^! stm harder leaao! how to die: 
Diidain not Then to smooth the reitleei bed 
OfSicknemandof Pain. Fofgire the tear 
That foeble Nature drope, calm ail her foan, 
Wake an her hopes, and animate her foith. 
Tin my rapt soul, aaticipatiiig Heayen, 
Bunts from the thraldwn of meimiberiqg day, 
And oft the wing of Ecstasy npbome, 
Spriogi into Liberty, and Light, and Lifo« 
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Whxn Music, heavenly nudd, was yomis'f 
While yet in early Greece she sung^. 
The Passions oft, to hear her shell, 
Throng'd around her mag;ic cell* 
Exulting, tremhling^, raging^, fainting. 
Possessed beyond the Muse's painting; 
By tumr they felt the glowing mind 
Disturbed, delighted, rais'd, refin'd ; 
Till once, tis said, when all were fir'd, 
Fill'd with fury, rapt, inspired, * 
FrcMD the supporting inyrUes round 
They tnatch'd her instruments of soimd ; 
And as they ciit had heard apart 
Sweet lessons of her forceful art, ^ 
Each (for Madness rul'd the hour) 
Would prove his own expressive power% 

First, Fear, bis hand, its skill to try. 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid. 

And back recoil'd, he knew not why, 
E'en at the sound himself bad made. 

Next Anger rush'd, his eyes <m fire, 
In lightnings o wn'd his secret stings, 

Cn one rttil« dash he struck the lyre. 
And swir pt with hurried hand the striiigi. 

9 
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With 'WoM measures, nvan Despair, . 

Low sullen sounds, his grief beguil'd ; 
A solemn, strange, and mingled air ; 

Twas sad by fits, by starts twas wild. 

But thou, O Hope, with eyes so fiiir. 

What was thy delighted measure! 

Still it whisper'd promised pleasure. 
And bade the lovely scenes at distance haill 
StiU would her touch the strain prolong. 

And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 
vIm oaU^d on Echo still through all the song. 

And whefe her sweetest theme she chose, 

A soft responsire voice was heard at every close, 
ind Hope enchanted imil'd, and wav'd her golden hiii 

And longer had she sung— but, with a frown, 

Revenge impatient rose. 
He threw his blood-stain'd sword in thunder down. 
And, with a withering look, 
The war-denouncing trumpet took. 
And blew a blast /o loud and dread. 
Were ne'er prophetic sounds so full of wo. 
And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling drum with furious heat ; 
Andtho'iometimes, each dreary pause between. 
Dejected Pity at his side 
Her soul-subduing voice applied, 
Tet still he kept his wild unaller'd mien ; 
While eacb strain^ ball of sight seem'd bursting from kis 
bmd. 
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Thy numben, Jealousy, to nought were fix*d. 

Sad proof of tliy distressful state I 
Of di£Eeriii^ themes the Teeriog song was mix'd« 

And now it courted Love, now raying^ oaU'd on Hal«k 

With eyes uprais'd, as one inspired, 
Pale Melandidly sat retir'd. 
And from her wild sequestered seat, 
In notes by distance made more sweet, 
?oar'd through the mellow horn her pensiye soul : 

And dashing soft from rocks around, 

Bubbling runnels join'd the soxmd ; 
Thro* glades and glooms the mingled measure stole, 
Or o^er some haunted streams with fond delay, 

Round an holy calm diffusing, 

Lonre of peace, and lonely musing, 
In hollow murmurs died away. 

But, O ! bow altered was its sprightlier tone ! 
When Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiest hue. 

Her bow across her shoulder flung, 

Her buskins gemm'd with morning dew. 
Blew an aspiring air, that dale and thicket rung. 

The hunter's call, t^ Faun and Dryad knpwn; 

The oak-(^own'd sisters, and their chaste-ey'd quiMM^ 

Satyrs and sylvan boys were seen 

Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 
Brown Exercise rejoic'd to hear,. 

And Sport leaped up, and seiz'd his beechen qpear* 




1U4 THE PASSIONS. 

I.ast came Joy*a ecstatic triaL 

lie, with viny crown advancing^, 
Fint to the lively pipe his hand 

But t&oii he saw the brisk awakenings yiol. 

Whose sweet entrancing Toiee he IotM thebeit. 
They would have thought, who heard the ftndn. 
They saw in Tempers vale her native maida, 
Amidst the festal sounding shades, 

To some unwearied minstrd dancing; 
While, as his flying fingers kissed the strings, 
LoTe firamM with Mirth a gay fiuitastio round ': 
Loom were her tresses se«i, her nme uidKrand« . 
And he, amidst his firolic play. 

As if he would the charming air repay, 

Shook thousand odours firom hisjdewy wings. 

O Music I sphere-descended maid. 
Friend of pleasure, wisddm'b aid, 
Why, Goddess, why, to us denied, 
Lay^st thou thy ancient lyre aside f 
As in that lov^d Athenian bowery 
Tou leam'd an all-commanding power, 
.Thy mimic soul, O nymph endear'd. 
Can well recall what then it heard. 
Where is thy native simple heart, 
Devote to virtoe, £uicy, art f 
Ariye, u in that elder time. 
Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime I 
Thy wonders, in that godlike age. 
Fill thy recording sister^s page— 
'Tis said, and I believe the tale, 
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Hiy hombleit reed could more prerail^ 
Had more of itrengtb, diviaer rage, 
Than all which churms this laggard age, 
EyVi all at once together ibxmd 
Caecilia^s mingled world of sound— 
O. bid our Tain endeavours cease, 
Revive the just designs of Greece, 
Return in all thy simile state, 
CantofethttalMharionirilMitl * 




DESPONDENCY. 



OmxaSKD with grief, oppreasM with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I sit me down and sigh : 
O lile ! thou art a galling load, 
A long, a roogfa, a weary road, 

To wretches such as 1 1 
Dim-backward as I cast my view, 
What sickening scenes appear ! 
What sorrows yet may pierce me through. 
Too justly I may fear \ 
Still caring, despairing, 

Must be my bitter doom ; 
My woes here shall close ne'er. 
But with the closing tomb ! 

Happy ! ye sons of busy liie. 
Who, equal to the bustUng strife. 

No other view regard 1 
EvVi when the wished end's denied. 
Yet, while the busy means are plied, 

They bring ther own reward : 
Whilst I, a hope-abandon'd wight, 

•Unfitted with an aim. 
Meet every sad returning night 

And joylesi mom the same. 



«.' 
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You bufltling and jusfling^ 
' Foi^t each grief and pain; 
r Usttesi, yet reatlen, 
Find eveiy prospect yam. 



How hleit the Solitary's lot» 
Who, all-forgetting, all foigot, 

Within his hamble cell, 
The cavern wild With tangling roots, 
Sits o'er his newly-gather'd fruits, 

Beside his crystal well ! 
Or haply to his evening thought. 

By unfrequented stream, 
The ways of man are distant brought, 
A faint-coUected dream : 
While praising, and raising 

His thoughts to Heaven on high 
As wand'ring, meandering, 
He views the solemn sky. 

Than I, no lonely Hermit plac'd 
Where never human footstep trac'd,* 

Less fit to play the part. 
The lucky moment to improve. 
And just to stop, and just to move, 

With self-respecting art : 
But ah ! those pleasures, loves and joy% 

Which I too keenly taste, 
The Solitary can despise, 

Can want, and yet be h]fmf I 
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HeBMdiaotilie 
OrlmMalof* 



At 



Oh I eoTiable cari j daji, 

When dandog; thooi^iflHi Fkifirah : 

To Care, to Guilt mikiKnm ! 
How in exchanged fiir t^w* to 
To ImI the IbQifli or the criMt 

Of oChen, or injr own I 
Te tiny elves, that gniUlea sport 

Like lumett in the bosh* 
Te little know tiie iUt je eou^ . 
When manhood it your widi ! 
The loMOii tiie croaaet, ' ** 

That actire man engage^ '^^ 

The fears all, the tean an, *^ ^V 

Of dim declining age t '^ 
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'4^ 



Br T, ah 1 what wish can prosper, or what prayer 

For merchants rich m cargoes of despair. 

Who drive a loathsome traffic, gage and span, 

And buy the muscles and the bones of man ? 

The tender ties of. father, husband, friend, 

All bonds of nature, in that moment end ; 

And each endures, while yet he draws his breatli, 

A stroke as fatal as the scythe of death. 

The sable warrior, frantic with regret 

Of her he loves, and never can forget. 

Loses in tears the far receding shote, 

But not the thought that they must meet no mora 

DeprivM of her and freedom at a blow, 

What has he left that he can yet forego ? 

Tes, to deep sadness sullenly resigned. 

Ho feels his body's bondage in his mind ; 

Puts off his generous nature; and to suit 

His manners with his fate, puts on the brutew 

Oh most d^^ading of all ills that wait 

On man, a mourner in his best estate ! 

All oth^r sorrows virtue may endures 

And find submission more than half a cure ; 

Grief is itself a medicine, and bestowed 

T' improve the fortitude that bears a load ; 
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Te fmtk tkt wmderer, as his woes iocrMse, 
TIm pitii cf viidoma all whcae paths ate peaee. 
B^ a U f wy — f iiU ia dreads it as her graTe ; 
FalkfiB itMtf k f Mf m a daTe : 
Orifthewfliaad s ofiB t ejp s tyefGod 
Bid Mdbr it awhile, aadlkiss Om rod; 
Wait fiir Iha dawBiqf of ahric^iter daj, 
Aad snap Iha chain Iha BKMMiit irtisn you amy 
Natue naprints upon whataW we see. 
That has a heart and life in it, Be free ! 
The beasts are chartered, neither age nor Ibroe 
Can qildl the lore of freedom in a hone : 
He hreaks the oord that hdd him at the racfci 
And, consdoiis of an nnincomber^ backr 
flnnfi up the moraing' air, fbigets the rein, 
Uooee fly his forelock, and his simple mane ; 
Rmpoasive to the &tant nei^ be neighs, 
Nor itiqps, tin, overleaptng aU delays 
He iinds the pasture where his followi graze 
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Hail« mildly pleasing Solitade, 
Companion of the wise and good ; 
Bat firom whose holy piercing eye. 
The herd of fools and villains fly* 

Oh ! how I love with thee to walk, 
And listen to thy whisperM talk, 
Which innocence vand truth imparts, 
And melts the most obdurate hearts. 

A thousand shapes you wear with easc^ 
And still in every shape you please. 
Now wrapt in some mysterious dream, 
A lone philosopher you seem ; 
Now quick from hill to vale you fiy, 
And no^ you sweep the vaulted sky. 
A shepherd next you haunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten strain. 
A lover now, with all the grace 
Of that sweet passion in your &ce ; 
Then, calm'd to friendship, you asiuma 
Th.e genfle-looking Hartlbrd*s bloom. 
As, with her Musidora, she 
(Her Musidora fond of thee) 
Amid the long withdrawing vale, 
Awtkti the rivalled nightingale. 




lit HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 

Thine is the balmy breath of n^orn. 
Just as the dew-bent rose is bom ; 
And while meridian fervours beat, 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat ; 
But chie^ when evening scenes decay. 
And the faint landscape swims ai^y« ' 
Thine is the doubtful soft decline, -'- * 
And that best hoiif of musing^ thine. 

Descending^ ag^es bless thy train. 
The virtues of the 8a§;e and swain ; 
fUm innocence in white array'd 
Before tli^ lifts her fearless head : 
Relig;ion's beams ar^md thee shine. 
And dieer thy g^looms with light divine 
About thee sports sweet liberty ; 
And rapt Urania sings to thee. 

C^ let me pierce thy secret cell. 
And in thy deep recesses dwell. 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-dad hill, 
When meditation has her fill, 
I Just may cast my careless eyea 
Whera London's spiry torreta rise ; 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 
Then shield ma in the woods again. 



HYMN TO DARKNESS 

UARKNCSS, thou first great parent of us ally 
Thou art our g;reat original : 
Since firom tiiy universal womb 

tloes all thou shad'st below, thy numerous^ 
come. 

Chj wonihous birth is even to Time unknown^ 
Or, liMe Eternity, thou'dst none ; 
Whilflt Light did its first being owe 

Unto that awful shade it dares to riii^l now. 



Sfoy, in what distant region dost thou dwell. 

To Reason inaccessible ? 

From form and duller matter fi-ee, 
1 hou soar'st above the readi of man's philosophy. 

bkvolv'd m thee, we first receive our breath, 
Thou art our refuge/too in death : 
Great Monarch of the grave and womb, 

Where'er our souls shall go, to thee our bodies eomib 

The silent globe is struck with awful fear. 
When thy majestic shades appear : 
Thou dost compose the air and sea. 

And Earth a Sabbath keeps, sacred to rest and Oiiw 

10 
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In thy serener diades our ^bottM dei^glit, 

And court tbe umbnige of tbe 11%^ ; 

fjk Tinlti and ^iotjmj caves they itnj, 
Bnt flj the monnng beuns* anddckm et the dnj. * 

Though solid bodiei due ezdnde the Kg^ 

Nor wiU the brightest raj admit; 

No sabstance can thy finee repel. 
Then reign'st in depths 1)elow, dost in the centre dwell 

"*s. 

The sparkling gems, and ore in mines 1>elow, 

To thee their beauteous lustre owe ; 

Tho' form'd within the womb of night. 
Bright as their sirjs they shine, with natxre rays fdlifjUU 

When thou dost nose thy venerable head, 

And art in genuine night array'd, * 

Thy negro beauties then delight ; ^ 

Beauties like polish'd jet, with their own darkness bri^;fat 

Thou dost thy nniles impartially bestow. 
And know^t no diflerence here below ; 
All things appear the same by thee, 

Tho' light distinetioQ makes, thou givM equality. 

Tbou, Darkness, art the lOrer's kind retreat. 
And dost the nuptial j(^8 complete : 
Thou dost inspire them with thy shade, 

OirVt TJgour to the youth, and warm'st the yielding makL 
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^alm as the blessed above the Anchorites dwell 

Within their peaceful gloomy cell ; 

Their minds with heavenly joys are fill'^ ; 
The pleasures Light deny, thy shades for ever yield. 

In caves of night, the oracles of old 

Did all their mysteries unfold : 

Darkness did first Religion grace, 
Gave terrors to the God, and reverence to the plaeesi^-. 

When the Almighty did on Horcb stand, 
Thy shades indos'd the hallow'd land ; 
In doads of night he was array'd. 

And venerable darkness his pavilion made. 

When he appeared arm'd in his power and might, 

He veiled the beatific light ; 

When terrible with majesty, 
la tempests he gave laws, and clad himself in tbet. 

Ere the foundation of the earth was laid. 

Or brighter firmament was made ; 

Ere matter, time, or place was known. 
Thou, Monarch, Darkness, sway'dst these spacious realm 
alone. 



But now the moon (though gay with borrowed light 

Invades thy scanty lot of Night : 

By rebel subjects thouVt betray'd, 
Thfl jtnareby of stars depose their monaxcV^^VAdA. 




lit STANZAS OS WOMAN. 

Tct £idii^ Li^sht its empire most res^n, 
Aad Xature^ povcrndiaiit to&iiie: 
And iDurenil nuB afaeU erect thy tliranet 
Fete eoafiiM tbj kngdom erenwire Hxj owi^ 



STANZAS ON WOMi^. 



Wbkv loTely woman ftoopi to feUy, 
And finds too Imie Ukat men. betrej. 

What charm can tooth her melandioly 
What art can wash her guilt away? 

The only art her g;!iilt to coyer, 
To hide her shame from ereiy ejii 

To give repentance to her loTer, 
And wring his bosom — ^is to die. 



EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 

A BALLAD. 

I 

Tom, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
*^ And guide my lonely way, 
^ To where yon taper cheers the vale, 
** With hospitable ray. 

** For here forlorn and lost I tread, 
*^ With feinting; steps and alow ; 

^ Where wilds immeasurably spread, 
*^ Seem length\iing as I go." 

** Forbear, my son," the Hermit cries, 
*^ To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 

"** For yonder faithless phantom flies 
" To lure thee to thy doom. 

** Here to the houseless child of want 

** My door is open still ; 
^ And though my portion in but soaa^ 

** I give it with good will. 

** Then turn to-night, and freely shtM 
**> Whatever my cell bestows ; 

«^ My rushy couch and frugal &re, 
*« My blessing and repose. ~^ 

10* 
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^ No flocks UuLt range the yalley free^ 
«^ To slaughter I condemn ; 

«* Taught bj that power that pitiei bMi 
** I learn to pity them: 



^ Bat from the mountain's grassy side 

**' A guiltless feast I bring ; 
** A scrip with herbs and fruits supply'di 

** And water from the spring. 

^ Then pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego 
** All earth-boru'cares are wrong; 

* Man wants but little here below, 
«« Nor wants that little long." 

Soft as the dew from Heay\i descends, 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modest stranger lowly bends. 

And ibllows to the cell; 

Far in a wilderness obscure 

The lonely mansion lay, 
A refuge to the neigbbVing poor, 

And strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath its hnmble thatoh 

Required a master's care; 
The wieket, op'hing with a latch, 

Receiw*^ the harmless pair. 



i 
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And now, when busy crowds retire 

To take their evenings rest. 
The Hermit trimmed his little firci 

And cheer'd his pensive guest : 

And spread his veg^etable store. 

And gayly pressed, and smil'd ; 
And, skilled in Ic^gendary lore, 

The lingering; hours beg^'d. 

Around in sympathetic mirth 

Its tricks the kitten tries. 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 

The cracklings fagSSot flies. 



But nothing could a charm impart 

To sooth the stranger's wo ; 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 

And tears began to flow. 

w 

His rising cares the Hermit spy'd. 
With answering care opprest : 

** And whence, unhappy youth," he ery'd, 
** The sorrows of thy breast ? 



^ From better habitations spum'd, 
** Reluctant dost thou rove ? 

^ Or gprieve for friendship unretum'd, 
«• Or unregasded love ? 




*^AImI tlM joys that Ibrtime brings 

^ Ar» txiftai^ «Dtl decay ; 
^ AaA thoM -who priaa tkt Paltry thingii 

Mtt* tiiAii^ rtiU than they. 

** And what ift frimUbip but a name, 
(^ A dMUOi that lulb to deep ; 

"^ A shade thii fbUowa wealth or &iiia« 
"^ B&i leaYOi tike mreU^ to weep ? 

^ And loTO is still a& emptier soma], 
**Thamode«fmir nae^jeit; 

** Qa earth uiieeeB» or qbIj firand 
To waim the turtle's oBit 



** For shame» food youth« thy a m row s bnal^ 
^ And spurn the sez,^ he said : 

But while he spoka» a ming Uuh 
His IoYe4oni guest betrayed. 



Surprised he 

Swift mantling to the 
Like colours oer the mormng ^xea^ 

As brig^ as bransient too. 

The badiful loc^ the rising breait. 

Alternate spread alarms 
The lorriy stranger stands cnnftil 

A ioaid, in all her charms. 
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** And ah ! forgive a strang^c^r rude, 

** A wretch forlorn," she cry'd ; 
•^ Whoie feet unhallowM thoB intrade 

*^ Where Heay'n and you reside. 

^ But let a maid thy pity share, 

** Whom loye has taught to stray : 
** Who seeks for rest, but finds Despair 

M Companion of her way. 

^ My &ther liv'd beside the Tyne, 

*^ A wealthy tord was he ; 
^ And all his wealth was marked as minoi 

** He had but only me. 

** To win me fi[t>m his tender arms 

tt Unnumber'd suitors came ; 
** Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 

^ And felt, or feigned a flame. 

** Each hour a mercenary crowd 

*^ With richest proffers strove ; 
* Amongst the rest young Edwin bow^d 

** But never talk'd of love. 



<*In humble simplest habit dad, 
*^ No wealth nor power had he ; 

*^ Wisdom and wcrth were all he had, 
*^ But these were all to me 
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* And when, beside me in the dale, 

■^ He carol'd lays of lore, 
•» His breath lent fragrance to the gale, 

* And music to the grove. 

^ The blossom opening to the day, 
«« The dews of Heav^ refined, 

** Could noogfat of purity display 
** To emulate his mind. 



** The dew, the blossom on the tree, 
** With charms inconstant shine ; 

** Their chsnns were his, bat wo to me, 
** Their constancy was mine. 

M For still I try'd each fickle art, 

u Importunate and vain ; 
M And while hir passion touched my hetffL 

^ I triumphed in his pain. 

** Till quite dejected with my scorn, 

^ He left me to my pride ; 
M And sought a solitude forlorn, 

" In secret, where he died. 

M But mine the sorrow, mine the fault, 
** And well my life shall pay ; 

**I11 seek the solitude he sought, 
**• And stretch me where he lay. 
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•* And there forlorn despairing hid, 

*^ 111 lay me down and die ; 
« 'Twas BO for me that Edwin did, 

*' And so for him will I.'* 

•• Forbid it Ileav'n I" the Hermit cry»d. 

And clasp'd her to his breast : 
The wond 'ring^ fair one tamed to chide,— 

'Twas Edwin's self that prest. 

* Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

^ My charmer, tarn to see 
** Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here, 

^ Restor'd to love and thee. 

^ Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

** And every care resign : 
** And shall we never, never part, 

" My life — my all that's mine ? 

•* No, never from this hour to part, 

•* Well live and love sa true ; 
**■ The sigh that rends thy constant heart, 

" Shall break thy Edwin's too." 




ELEGY, 

WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-TARD 

Thx curfew toUs the knell of partings day ; 

The lowm^ herds wind slowly o'er the lea ; 
The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, . 

And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimmVing landscape on the sigfat, 
And all the air a solemn stillness hoida ; 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning^ flight, 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds. 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain. 

Of such, as wandering near her secret bower, 
Molest her ancient solitary reign. 

Beneatn these rugged elms, that yew tree's shade* 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering^heap^ 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 
The rude forefathers of the ham]et sleep. 

The breezy call of incense breathing mom. 

The swallow, twittering from the straw-built shed* 

The cock's shrill clarion or the echoing horn, 
No more shall rouse ^em from their lowly bed. 
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For them no more the blazing hearth shall bum, 

Or busy housewife ply her evening care ; 
No children run to lisp their sirens return. 

Or cHmb his knees, the envied kiss to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield ; ^ 

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke s 

How jocund did they drive their team a-field ! 
Hpw bow'd the woods beneath their sturdy gtroke I 

" ■ -y 

Let not ambition mock their useful toil, ^.^v 

Their homely jojrs and destiny obscure : ' \ ' 

Nor grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile, ^^ ' 

The short and simple annala of the poor. V f 



The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, - 

Await, alike, the inevitable hour ; 
The paths of glory lead — ^but to the grave« 

Nor you, ye proud, impute to these a fiiult. 
If memVy o'er their tomb no trophies raise. 

Where through the long drawn aisle and fretted Tault^ 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 

Can itory'd urn, or animated bust. 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath? » 

Can honour's voice provoke the silent dust, 

Or flatt'ry sooth the dull cold ear of death ? 

11 
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Perhaps, in this neglected ^pot is laid 
Same heart, once pregnant with relertial fire { 

Hands that the rod of empire might haye swaj^ 
Or wak'd to ecstasy the liring lyre : 

But knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the spoils of time, did neW unroll | 

Chin pennry repressed their noble rage. 
And froxe the genial current of the sooL 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene, 
The dark, onfathom'd caves of ocean baar ; 

Full many a flower is bom to blush unseeni 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 



Some Tillage Hampden, that, with daunUMi braaati 
The litae tyrant of his fields withstood ; 

Some mute, inglorious Milton here may rest ; 
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country^s blood. 

Th' applause of lisfning senates to oommana, 
The threats of pain and ruin to demise, 

To scatter plenty o*er a smiling land. 
And read their histVy in a nations eyes. 

Their lot forbade ; nor ciroumscrib'd alone. 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes ccmfinM } 

Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne. 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind • ' 



^ 
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The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide, 
To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame : 

Or heap the shrine of luxury and pride. 
With incense kindled at the muse's flame. 



Far from the madd'ning crowd's ignoble strife, 
1 heir 8ober*wishes neyer leam'd to stray- 
Along the cool sequestered Tale of life, 
They kept the noiseless tenour of their way. 

Yet e'en these bones from insult to protect, 
Some firail memorial still erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck'd, 
I mplores the passing tribute of a sigh< 

Their name, their years, spelt by th' unlettered muse^ 

.The place of fame and elegy supply ; 
And many a holy text around she strews, 

That teach the rustic moralists to die. 

'or who, to dumb foi^tfulness a prey, 
This pleasing, anxious being e'er resign'd ; 
HI the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
Nor cast one longing, ling'ring look behind ? 

some fond breast the parting soul relies ; 

ime pious drops the dosing eye requires ; 
from the tomb the voice ^f nature cries, 
m in our ashes live theii wonted sires. 
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For thee, who mindful of the unhohour^d dead. 
Dost in these lines their artless tale reUts, 

If ehance, by lonely contemplation lad. 
Soma kindred spirit shall inquire thy fiUa. 

Haply, some hoary headed swain may saj, 
(^ Oft have we seen him at the peep of davn. 

Brushing with hasty steps the dows away. 
To meet the sun upon tiie upland lawn. 

There at the foot of yonder nodding^ beech. 
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high. 

Hit listless length at noontide would he stretch. 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

Hard by yon wood, now smiling^, as in scorn, 
MuttVing his wajrward fancies he would rove f 
« Now drooping, woful wan, like one forlorn. 
Or crazM with care, or cross'd in hopeless lore. 

One mom I missed him on th' accustom'd hill. 
Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree ; 

Another came, nor yet beside the rill. 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 

The next, with dirges due, in sad array, 

Slow through the chufchway path we saw him ' 
Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay, 
'^^'d on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.* 
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THE EPITAPH. 

Here rests his head upon the lap of earth, 
A youth to fortune and to fame unknown ; 

Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth« 
And melancholy mark'd him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere : 
Heayen did a recompense as largely send. 

He g;aYe to mis'ry all he had — a tear ; 
fie g;ain'd from heayen('twas all he wisVd) a friendt 

No farther seek his merits to disclose, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode* 

{There they, alike, in trembling hope repose^ 
Th« boeoifi of his Father and his God* 




BEAM OF TRANQUILUTT. 



A BBAM of traaqiullitj snuTd in the west, 

Tbe storms of the mommg parsaed as no more, 

And the wmve, while it welcomM the moment of rei^ 
Still heaVd, as remembering^ iHs that were o'er ! 

Serenelj mj heart took the hue ef the hoar. 
Its pawions were sleeping, were mote as the dead« 

And the spirit becalm'd bat remember'd their power« 
As the billow the form of the g;ale that was fled ! 

I thooght of the days, when to pleasure alone 
Mj heart ever granted a wish or a sigh ; 

When the saddest emotion my bosom bad known* 
Was pity for those who were wiser than 1 1 

« 

I felt, how the pure, intellectual fire 

In luxury loses its heaTenly ray ; 
How soon, in the lavishing cup of desire. 

The pearl of the soul may be melted away ! 

And I pray'd of that Spirit who lighted the flame. 
That pleasore no more might its purity dim ; 

And that soDied but little, or brightly the same, 
imigbt give back the gem \ \iaA bott^'^'d from hia I 
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The thought if as ecstatic I I felt as if Heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown ; 

As i^ passion all chasten'd and error forgiven, 
My heart had begun to be purely its own ! 

I look'd to the west, and the beautiful sky 
Which morning had clouded, was clouded no more— 

^ Oh ! thus," I exclaim'd, ^ can a heavenly Eye 
** Shed light on the soul that was darkened before !*** 

* Pt. Ir. 6— Lord, Vti iham vp Um Ufht of thj eeunttiwnea i^b <■> 
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A CANADIAN BOAT SONG, 

WRITTEN ON THE RIVER ST LAWRENCB 

Fauttlt as tolls the evening chime, 
Oar voices keep tune, and x>ur oars keep tinit. 
Soon as the woods on shore look dim. 
Well wng at St Ann*s our parting hymn 
Row, brothers, row, the stream nms fiuti 
The rapids are near and the daylight^ paiti 

Why should we yet our sail unfurl ? 
There is not a breath the blue wave to earl ; 
But when the wind blows o£f the dbor^ 
Oh, sweetly well rest our weary oar. 

Blow, breezes, blow, Sa^ 

Utawa's tide \ this trembling moon 
Shall see us float over thy surges soon. 
Saint of this green Isle ! hear our prayer, 
Oraat us cool heavens and favouring air ! I 

Blow, breezes, blow, HsR. 
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MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN, 

A DIRGE. 

Whxit chill November's sarlj blait 

Mide fields and forests bare, 
One ey'ning as I wander'd forth 

Along the banks of Ayr, 
I spy'd a man, whose ag^ed step 

Seemed weary, worn with care ; 
His face was furrow'd o'er with years. 

And hoary was his hair 

Yoong^ stranger, whither wand'rest thou ? 

(B*^gan the revVend Sage ;) 
Does tLirst of wealth thy step constraioi 

Or youthful Pleasure's rage ? 
Or haply prest with cares and woes, 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me, to moom 

The miseries of Man. 

The Sun that overhangs yon moors, 

Outspreading far and wide. 
Where hundreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling'b pride ; 
I've seen yon weary winter-sun 

Twice forty times return ; 
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And every time has added proofs. 
That Man was made to mourn. 

O Man ! wliile in thy early year?, 

How prodig^ of time ? 
Mis-spending all thy precious hours. 

Thy glorious youthful prime. 
Alternate Follies take the sway ; ■ 

Licentious Pai^ions bum ; 
Which tenfold force gives Nature's law. 

That man was made to mourn. - 

Look not alone on youtliful prime, 

Or manhood^s active might ; 
Man then is useful to his kind, 

Supported is his right ; 
But see him on the edge of life, 

With Cares and Sorrows worn. 
Then Age and Want, oh ! ill match'd pair. 

Show man was made to mourn. 

A few seem favourites of Fate, 

In pleasure's lap carest ; 
Yet, think not all the Rich and Great 

Are likewise truly blest. 
But oh ! what crowds in every land. 

Are wretched and forlorn ! 
Through weary life this lesson learn. 

That man was made to mourn. 

Many and sharp the num'rous ills 
Inwoven with our frame ; 
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More pointed still we make ourselves. 

Regret, Remorse, and Shame ; 
And Man, whose heav'n erected face 

The smiles of love adorn, 
Man's inhumanity to Man 

Makes countless thousands mourn. 

See yonder poor oVlabour'd wig^ht* 

So abject, mean, and vile. 
Who begs a Brother of the Earth 

To give him leave to toil ; 
And see his Lordly fellow- worm 

The poor petition spurn. 
Unmindful, though a weeping wifi^ 

And helplesi of&pring mourn* 

If I'm design'd yon lordling^ slave. 

By Nature's law design'd. 
Why was an independent wish 

E'er planted in my mind f 
If not, why am I subject to 

His cruelty, or scorn ? 
Or why has Man the will and powY 

To make his fellow mourn ? 

Yet, let not this too much, my-Son, 

Disturb thy youthful breast ; 

This partial view of human kind 

la surely not the last. 
The poor, oppressed, honest man* 

Had never sure been bom. 
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Had there not been some recompense 
To comfort those that mourn. 

O Death ! the poor man's dearest friend. 

The kindest and the best ; 
Welcome the hour my a§ed limbs 

Are laid with thee at rest. 
The Great, the Wealthy, fear thy blow* 

From pomp snd pleasure torn ; 
But oh I a blest relief to those 

That weary-laden mourn. 



O'CONNOR'S CHILD: 

OR, 

THE FLOWER OF LOVE. LIES BLEEDOfO. 

Oh ! once the harp of Inniafail* 
Was strung^ full hig^h to notes of gladnea | 
But yet it often told a tale 
Of more prevailing^ sadness. 
Sad was the note, and wild its fhl]« 
As winds that moan at night forlorn 
.Along the isles of Fion-Gael, 
When for O'Connor's child to mourn. 
The harper told, how lone, how fiur 
From any mansion^ twinkling star, 
From any path of social men, 

r voice hut from the fox's den, 
The Lady in the desert dwelt, 
And yet no wrongs, no fear she felt : 
Say why should dwell in place so wild 
The lovely pale O'Connor's chfld ? 

Sweet lady ! she no more mspires 
Green Erin*b heart with beauty's powV 
As m the palace of her sires 
She bloomed a peerless flowV. 

*T1m asciint n»ia« of Irt -an^b 
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GoDft from her hand and bosom, goiie» 
Th* r^gal brache, the jewdl'd ring, * 
^Thato^crhgrdaadmgirfaitenew Aon» 
like dews on lilies of the qnring. 
Yet iHi J, though ftll'n her broker's kerne * 
BcBM^ De B^oigo'b battle stem. 
While yet in Leinater unezplor'd. 
Her fricDds sorvhre the English swerdf 
Whj lioigerB she from Erin^ host, 
So ftr on Galway^ shipwreek'd ooast ; 
Why wanders she a huntress wild— 
The lovdy pale O'Connor's child? 

And fix'd on empty qpace, why bani 
Her eyes with momentary wildnesi i 
And wherefore do they then leton 
To more tban woman^ miMnfrtr 
DiaQeveil\iare ner raven locsa. 
On Cconodit Moran-a name sne odb 
And oft amidst the kneiy tocb 
She siqgi sweet madrigala. 
Placed in the foxglove and the niMib 
Behold a parted warrior^ cross ! 
That is the rooc wnere. evennoie. 
^be iaOy, ax. ner snieongr qooc 
Enjoys tiiat in conmiimion sweet s 
The living and the dead can meet ; 
For lo ! to love-lorn fantasy, 
The hero of her heart is nigh* 

• Kcrn«, th« aoolent Iriik fbot Soldiery 

* Rad« bot, or catkin. 
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• 

Bright as the bow that spans the storm, 
In Erin^s yellow vesture clad, 
A son of light, a lorely form, . 
He comes and makes her glad : 
Now on the grass-green turf he sits. 
His tassell'd horn beside him laid ; 
Now o'er the hills in chase he flits. 
The hunter aad the deer a shade ! 
Sweet mourner ! those are shadows Tain, 
That cross the twilight of her brain : 
Yet she will tell you, she is blest. 
Of Connocht Moran's tomb possess'd. 
More richly than in Aghrim's bow'i'. 
When bards high prais'd her beauty's pow^^ 
And kneeling pages offer'd up 
The morat^ in a golden cup. 

* A hero's bride ! this desert bow'r, 

* It ill befits thy gentle breeding : 

* And wherefore dost thou love this flowV 
' To call — ^My love lies bleeding ?' 

" This purple flowV my tears have nors'd 
A hero's blood supply^d its bloom : 
I love it, for it was the first 
That grew on Connocht Moran's Tomb 
Oh ! hearken, stranger, to my voice ! 
This desert mansion is my choice ; 
And blest, tho' fatal, be the star 
That led me to its wilds a&r : 



• A driak asdc of tht jaie* of mah>«n7 ■&3n&'«\itk' 
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For here these pathless mountains free 
^ Gave shelter to my love and me ; 
And every rock and very stone 
Bare witness that he was my own. 

« O'Connor's child, I was the bud 

Of Erin's royal tree of glory; 

But wo to them that wrapt in blood 

The tissue of my story ! 

Still as I clasp my burning brain, 

A death-Bcene rushes on my sight • 

It rises o'er and o'er again. 

The bloody feud, — the fatal night, 

When chafing Connocht Moran's scorn. 

They call'd my hero basely bom ; 

And bade him choose a meaner bride 

Than from O'Connor's house of pride. 

Their tribe, they said, theij^high degree, 

Was sung in Tara's psaltery ;t 

Witness their Earth's victorious brand,! 

y 

And Cathal of the bloody hand, — 
Glory, (they said,) and "power, and honour, 
Were in the mansion of O'Connor ; 
But he, my lov'd one, bore in field 
A meaner crest upon his shield. 

** Ah, brothers \ what did it avail. 
That fiercely and triumphantly 

i Tht pnltcr of Tan wm the freat national rtipitter of tho 
X Tii* *!>• BOto upon the rictoriM of the bouia of O'Connor. 
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Ye fought the English of the pale, 
And stemm'd De Bouigo's chiTnlry ? 
And what was it to love and me, 
That barons by your standard rode ; 
Or beal-firest for your jubilee. 
Upon an hundred mountains glow'd. 
' What tho' the lords of tower and dome 
From Shannon to the North-Sea foamr-^ 
Thought ye your iron hands of piide 
Could break the knot that love had tied? 
No ; — let the e9<^e change his plume, 
The leaf its hue, the flow'r its bloom ; 
But ties around this heart were spun, 
That could not, would not, be undone ! 

** At bleating of the wild-watch fold 
Thus sang my love — *• O come with me I 
^ Our bark is on the lake : behold, 

* Our steeds are fasten'd to the tree. 

« Come &r from Castle Connor's clans-— . 

* Come with thy belted forestere, 
^ And I beside the lake of swans, 

* Shall hunt for thee the fallow deer, 

^ And build thy hut and bring thee home 

* The wild fowl, and the honey-eomb ; 

* And berries from the wood provide, 

* And play my darahechf by thy tide. 

t riiM Uitltted obM«7*^ oath* hOl tops b7 th« Iifah. 
i Tk•lMr^ 

12* 
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* Then come, my love V — How could I itaj I 
Oaj* nimble stag^-hounda tracked the way, - 
And I pnrea'd by moonless skies, 
Th« light of Connocht Moran^ eyes. 

^ And fast and hr^ before the star 
Of day-spring rush'd we through the glade, 
And saw at dawn the lolly bawnt 
Of Castle-Connor &de. 
Sweet was to us the hermitage 
Of this onplough^d, untrodden shore : 
Like birds all joyous from the cage. 
From man^ neglect we lov'd it more. 
And well he knew, my huntsman dear, 
To search the game with hawk and spear ; 
While I, his evening food to dress, 
Would sing to him in happiness. 
But oh, that midnight of despair ! 
When I was doom'd to rend my hair : 
The night, to me of shrieking sorrow ! 
The night, to him that had no morrow 2 

** When all was huah'd at eventide, 
I hearM the baying of their beagle : 
Be hushM I my Connocht Moran cried, 
^is but the screaming of the eagle. 
Alas ! Hwas not the eyrie's sound. 
Their bloody bands had track'd us out ; 
Up-list'ning starts our couchant hound— « 
And hark ! again, that nearer shout 
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Brinp faster on the murderers. 

Spara— spare him — Bazil — ^Desmond fierce ! 

In yain — ^no voice the adder charms ; 

Their weapons crossed my sheltering arms ; 

Another's sword has laid him low — 

Another's and another's ; 

And every hand that dealt the blow-— 

Ah me ! it was a brother's ! 

Tes, when his meanings died away, 

Their iron hands had dug the clay, 

And o'er his burial turf they trod. 

And I beheld— Oh ! God ! Oh ! God I 

His life-blood oozing from the sod ! 



M Warm in his death-wounds sepulchred^ 
Alas ! my warrior's spirit brave, 
Nor mass nor ulla-lulla* heard, 
Lamenting sooth his grave. 
Dragg'd to their htited mansion back. 
How long in thraldom''s grasp 1 lay, 
I know not, for my soul was black, 
And knew no change of night or day. 
One night of horror round me grew, 
Or if I saw, or felt, or knew, 
'Twas but when those grim visages. 
The angry brothers of my race, 
Glar'd on each eye-ball's aching throb. 
And check'd my bosom^s pow'r to sob ; 
Or when my heart with pulses drear, 
Beat like a death-watch to my ear. 

t Tk« Irfab laaM&tttutn tot <b* iwwL 
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^ But Hemy'ta, at last, my sonl^ •clipi^ 
Did with a Tinon bright inspire : 
1 woke, and felt apon my lips 
k prophetess's fire. 
Thrice in the east a war-dmm beat* 
I heard the Saxon's trumpet sound, 
And rang'd as to the judgment seat 
My guilty, trembling brothers round. 
Clad in the helm and shield they eaae; 
For now De Bourgo's sword and flame 
Had ravag'd Ulster's boundaries, 
And lighted up the midnight skies. 
The standard of O'Connor's sway 
Was in the turret where I lay; 
That standard, with so dire a look, 
As ghastly shone the moon and pale, 
I gare — that erery bosom shook 
Beneath its Iron mail. 

** And go ! I cried, the combat sedc. 
Ye hearts that unappalled bore 
The anguish of a sister's shriek, 
Go ! — and return no more ! 
For sooner guilt the ordeal brand 
Shall grasp unhuit, than ye shall hold 
The banner wiUi victorious hand, 
Beneath a sister's curse unrolled. 
Oh stranger t by my country's loss ! 
And by my love I and by the cross ! 
I swear I merer could have spoke 
The eone that serer'd nature's yoke \ 
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But that a spirit o*er me stood, 
And trtt mb withjthe wrathftil iModi 
And frMB]r to my heart was givX 
To speak the malison of hea¥*n. 

** They would have cross'd themselves all 9 
They would have pray'd to. burst the speU; 
But at the stamping of my foot 
Each hand down powVless feU, 
And go to Athunree !f I cried, 
High lift the banner of your pride . 
But know that where its sheet unrolk 
The weight of blood is on your souls 1 
Go where the havoc of your kerne 
Shall float as high as mountain fern ! 
Men shall no more your mansion know! 
The nettles on your hearth shall grow I 
Dead as the green oblivious flood. 
That mantles by your walls, shall be 
The glory of O'Connor's blood 
Away ! away to Athunree I 
Where downward when the sun shall ftU 
The raven's wing shall be your pall ; 
And not a vassal shall unlace 
The vizor from your dying fiicel 



'* A bolt that overhung our daatB 
Suspended till my curse was givX 
Soon as it pass'd these lips of foam . 
Peal'd in the blood-red heay^i. 

1 Tb« tastU r*mkt Li 1114, wUi^ 4MiAi4 IkftkteiA 



^ 



146 O'CONNORS CHILD. 

Dire was the look that o'er their backi 
The ang^y parting brothers tfarew ; 
Pat now, behold ! like cataracts, 
Comd down the hills in view 
O^Connor's plumed partizans. 
Thrice ten Innisftdlian ckans 
Were marching to their doom : 
A sadden storm their plumage tossi^ 
A flash of lightning o'er them eroM^d, 
And all again was gloom ; 
Bat once again in heaT^ tbo budt 
Of thonder spirits dapt their hfiadi. 

• 

^ Stranger ! I fled the home of grieC 
At Connocht Moran^ tomb to fall; 
I found the helmet of my ehief^ 
His bow still hanging on our wall : 
And took it down, and Tow'd to roTe 
This desert place a huntress bold ; 
Nor would I change my buried lore 
For any heart of living mould. 
No ! for 1 am a hero's child, 
111 hunt my quarry in the wild; 
And still my home this mansion miihaii 
Of aH unheeded and unheeding, 
And cherish, for my warrior^ sake* 
The flower of love lies bleeding.* 



ttm 



SOLDIER'S DREAM. 

t)n buglei nngf trace — for the nig^ht eloud had loinir%l| 
And the sentinel stars set their wateh in theikj ; 

And thousands had sunk on the g^xind oyerpower'di 
The weary to sleep, and the wounded to die. 

When Tepoaog that night on my pallet of straw, 
By the wolf-scaring^ &gg;ot that guarded the slidn i 

At the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw. 
And thrice ere the morning I dream^t it again. 

Methought from the battle-field's dreadful array, 
Far, far I had roam'd on a desolate track ; 

Twas autumn— and sunshine arose on the way 
To the home of my others, that welcom'd me back. 

I fled to the pleasant fields travers'd so oft 

In life's morning march, when my bosom wis yooQf | 

I heard my own mountain-goats blfatiof alofti 
And knew the sweet itridn that die •ora-fMptniOii^ 
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Then ple^M we the wine-otp, and fondly I sworfr 
From my home uid my weeping friends never to part ; 

My little ones kissM me a thousand times o'er 
And my wile sobbM aloud in her fulness of heart. 



Stay^ 0tay with «•— ^est, thou art weary and worn : — 
And ftan was thmr war-hroken soldier to stay ; 

But sorrow returned with the dawning of mom. 
And the TOioe in my dreaming ear melted away. 



TBB mnOiQ NltORO. 



ADVERTISEMENT. . 

rhe following Foem was occasioned by a fact whidi had 
recently happened at the time of its first publication, in 
1773. A Negro, belonging to the Captain of a West- 
India-man, haying agreed to marry a white woman, his 
fellow-servant, in order to effect his purpose, left his 
master's house, and procured himself to be baptized ; 
but being detected and taken, he was sent on board ^he 
Captain's vessel then lying in the river ; where, findiq|f 
no chance of escaping, and preferring death to another 
voyage to America, he took an opportunity of stabbing 
himself. As soon as his determination is fixed, he it 
supposed to write this epistle to his intended wife. 



* Arm *]> with thy sad last gift— the powV to die ! 
Thy shafts, stem Fortune, now I can defy : 
Thy dreadful mercy points at length the shore 
Where all is peace, and meo are slaves no more I 
Phis weapon, ev'n in chains, the brave dm wield. 
And, vanquished, quit triumphantly the field. 
Beneath such wrongs let pallid Christiftns live. 
Such they can perpetrate, and may forgive. 
Yet while I tread that gulTa tremendous brinks 
Where nature shudders, and whera beingt naiki^ 
Ere yet tbi»lHiid a life of tormeiileloee» 

13 
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And end by one deieimm'd stroke my woes. 
Is there a fond regret which moTes my mind 
To pause, and cast a lingering look behind? 

my lovM bride ! — for 1 have callM thee mine. 
Dearer than life, whom I with life resign. 

For thee ev'n here this fidthful heart shall g^ow, 
A pang^ shall rend me, and a tear shall flow. 
How shall I sooth thy grief^ since hte denies 
Thy pious duties to my closing eyes? 

1 cannot clasp thee in a last embrace, 
Nor gaze in silent anguish on thy &ce ; 

I cannot raise these fettered arms for thee, 
To ask that mercy Ueav'n denies to me : 
Yet let thy tender breast my sorrows share. 
Bleed for my wounds, and feel my deep despair. 
Yet let thy tears bedew a wretches graye, 
Whom Fate forbade thy tenderness to save. 
Receive these sighs — ^to thee my soul I breathe. 
Fond love in dying groans is alll can bequeath. 

* Why did I, slave, beyond my lot aspire 
Why didst thou fan the inauspicious fire ? 
For thee 1 bade my drooping soul revive ; 
For thee alone I could have borne to live ; 
And love, I said, shall make me large amends 
For persecuting foes, and faithless friends : 
Fool that I was ! inur'd so long to pain, 
To trust to hope, or dream of joy again. 
Joy, stranger guest, my easy faith betray 'd. 
And love now points to death's eternal shade : 
There, while I rest from misery's galling load. 
Be thou the care of ever pitying God ; 
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Nor may that demon^s unpropitious pow'r, 
Who shed his influence on my natal hour, 
Pursue thee too with unrelenting hate. 
And blend with mine the colour of thy fate. 
For thee may those soft hours return again. 
When Pleasure led thee smiling o'er the plain. 
Ere, like some hell-bom spectre of dismay, 
I crossed thy path, and darken'd all the way. 
Ye waving grores, which from this cell I view I 
Ye meads, now glittering with the morning dew ! 
Ye flowers, which blush on yonder hated shore. 
That at my baneful step shall fade no more, 
A long farewell ! — I ask no vernal bloom — 
No pageant wreaths to wither on my tomb. 
Let serpents hiss and night-shade blacken there. 
To mark the friendless victim of despair ! 

* And better in th' untimely grave to rot. 
The world and all its cruelties forgot. 
Than dragg'd once more beyond the western maiii« 
To groan beneath some dastard planter's chain. 
Where my poor countrymen in bondage wait 
The slow enfranchisement of lingering fate. 
Oh ! my heart sinks, my dying eyes overflow, 
When memory paints the picture of their wo ! 
For I have seen them, ere the dawn of da^. 
Roused by the lash, begin their cheerless way : 
Greeting with groans unwelcome mom's return, 
While rage and shame their gloomy bosoms bom : 
And, chiding every hour the slow-pms'd son, 
Endure their toils tfll all his race was run ; 
No eye to mark their sufferings with a tear, 
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No friend to comfort, mud no hope to cheer ; 
Thfli like the «luU unpitied brutes repair 
To f tails «9 wretched, and aa coarse a &re ; 
Thank Hear>ti, one daj of misery was o'er. 
And sink to sleep, and wish to wake no more.— 
2^1eep on ! ye lost companions of my wnati 
For whom indeath this tear of pity flowB; 
Sleep and e^joy the only boon ef HeafHi, 
To yon in oommoo with your tyrants gi?^ ! 

while soft slumber from their eoQefaei fliM, 
Still may the balmy bleaing Aeep yonr eyes ; 
In fwift ohliTion loll awhile your woes, 

And brightest risions gladden the.repo8e ! 
Let Ftaey, then, nnoonsoioiis of the chai^ge, 
Tlvoagh our own Adds and native ibresti ra^ge ' 
Waft ye to eadi onoe-haonted stream and gniT» 
And Tisit OTery long-lost scene ye lore ! 

1 sleep no more— nor in the midnight shade 
Invoke ideal phantoms to my aid : 

Nor wake again, abandoned and forlorn. 
To find each dear delusion fled at mom ; 
A slow consuming death let others wait, 
I snatch destruction from unwilling fiite. 
Ton ruddy streaks the rising sun {voclaim, 
That never more shall beam upon my shame { 
Bright orb ! for othera let thy glory shine, 
Mature the golden grain and purple vine, 
WhUe fetter'd Afric still for Europe toils, 
And Nature^s plunderers riot on her spoils « 
Be theirs the gifts thy partial rays supi^ 
Be mine the gloomy privilege to die. 
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*■ And thou, whose impious avarice and pride 
The holy Cross to my sad brows denied, 
Forbade me Nature^s common rights to claim, 
Or share with thee a Christianas sacred name ; 
Thou too, farewell ! — for not beyond the grave 
Extends thy power, nor is my dvist thy slave. 
In vain Heaven spreads so wide the swelling sea, 
Vast wat'ry barrier, 'twixt thy world and me ; 
Swift round the globe, by earth nor Heaven contrord 
Fly stem oppression, and dire lust of gold. 
Wherever the hell-hounds mark their bloody way. 
Still nature groans, and man becomes their prey. 
In the wild wastes of Afric's sandy plain, 
Where roars the lion through his drear domain, 
To curb the savage monarch in the chase. 
There too Heav'n planted man^s majestic race ; 
Bade reason's sons with nobler titles rise. 
Lift high their brow sublime, and scan the skies. 
What though the sun in his meridian blaze 
Dart on their naked limbs his scorching rays : 
What though no rosy tints adorn their fietce, 
^o silken tresses shine with flowing grace : 
''et of ethereal temper are their souls, 
nd in their veins the tide of honour rolls : 
od valour kindles there the hero's flame, 
mtempt of death, and thirst of martial fiune ; 
d pity melts the sympathizing breast, 
! Altai virtue ! — for die brave distressed. 
My tortur'd bosom, sad remembrance spars ; 
f dost thou plant thy keenest daggers there 
show me what I was, and aggravate desjitkl 

13* 
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To itreams of Gambia, and thou sacred ahade-! 

Where in my youth's fint dawn I joyful straj'dv A 

Oil have I rous'd amid your carenis dim, 

The howling tiger, and the lion grim ! 

In vain they gloried in their headlong force. 

My javelin piercM them in their raging course. 

But little did my boding mind bewray, 

The rictor and his hopes were doom'd a prisy 

To human brutes more fell, more cruel §u than tlM|; 

Ah ! what avails the conqueror^s bloody moed, 

The generous purpose, or the dauntless deodf 

This hapless breast exposed on every plain, 

And liberty prcferr'd to life in vain ^ 

f*all^ are my trophies, blasted is my fiuae, ■ 

Myielf become a thing without a name, 

The sport of haughty lords, and ev'n of slaves th« 

* Curs'd be the winds, and curs'd the tides which bOM 
These European robbers to our shore ! 

be that hour involved in endless night, 
When first their streamers met my wandering sight ! 

1 call'ed the warriors from the mountain's steep, 
To meet these unknown terrors-of the deep ; 
Rous'd by my voice, their generous bosom glow. 
They rush indignant and demand the foe, 
And poise the darts of death, and twang the bcadtd boV 
When lo ! advancing o'er the sea-beat plaiOi 
I mark'd the leader of a warlike train ; 
Unlike his features to our swarthy race ; 
And golden hair play'd round his ruddy fiice. 
While with insidious smile and lifted hand, 
9e tiins accosts our unsuspectiBg band : 
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Ye valiant chiefi, whom love of glory leadi 
To martial combats, and heroic deeds ; 
No fierce invader your retreat explores. 
No hostile banner waves along your shores. 
From the dread tempests of the deep we fly, 
'J'hen lay, ye chiefs, these pointed terrors by ; 
And O, your hospitable cares extend^— 
So may ye never need the aid ye lend ! 
So may ye still repeat to every grove 
The songs of freedom, and the strains of love 1^ 
Soft as the accents o'the traitor flow, 
We melt with pity, and unbend the bow ; 
With liberal hand our choicest gifls we bring, 
And point the wanderers to the freshest spring. 
Nine days we feasted on the Gambian strand. 
And songs of friendship echoed o^er the land.* 
W^hen the tenth mom his rising lustre gave, 
The chief approached me by the sounding M^Tft;: 
%** O, youth," he said, " what gifts can we bestow. 
Or how requite the mighty debt we owe? 
For lo ! propitious to our vows, the gale 
With milder omens fills the swelling sail. 
To-morrow's sun shall see our ships explore 
These deeps, and quit your hospitable shore. 
Yet while we linger, let us still employ 
The numbered hours in friendship and in joy : 



• *Whieh way tocTcr I tamed mj •jn on this ipot, I behcM aptrilMC 
of pure natnret an aifrefltiblc eolitade boooded on tnrj idde bj duurmlnf landMifM | 
the rural ntnatioD of cottafc* in tke aaidst of trees ; the ease and indekaM of tin 
o*f roes rediAiof nadv the shade of their spreadinf fbliage ; tha dapUoi^ af 
their dress and manners ; the whole reTired in oij mind the idea of oar fnt panat% 
and I se«Biad to ooatemplate tha world in its prinitive state. Thqr »n, i 
speakinr* ▼•(7 ro^ aatortd, sociable, and oblifinf.*— M. Ad«M«%*%X< 
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Afoend our ihipB, their treuores are your own. 
And taste the produce of a world unknown." 
* He spoke : with fatal eagerness we bnni« 
And quit the shores, nndestin*d to return I 
The smiling traitors with insidious care 
The goblet proffer, and the fisast prepare. 
Till dark oblivion shades our closing eyes, 
And all disarmed each fainting warrior lies. 
O wretches ! to your future erils blind ! 
O mom for ever present to my mind ! 
When bursting from the treacherous bands of sleep 
Rous'd by the murmurs of the dashing deep, 
I^woke to bondage and ignoble -pains, 
And all the horron of a life in chains !* 
Ye Gods of Afric ! in that dreadful hour 
\Vhere were your thunders and avenging powV ? 
Did not my pray'rs, my groans, niy tears, invoke 
Your slumbering justice to direct the stroke f 
No Power descended to assist the brave. 
No lightnings flash'J, and I became a slave. 
From lord to lord my wretched carcass sold. 
In Christian traffic, for their sordid gold : 



• * Ai wc puMd aloDf tha eoatt, w« rtrj often lay bafon & town and ircd a 
fan for tba natiTca to coma oiT, bat no loal cama near oa. At length w knraad 
bj aome abipa that wera trading down the coaat, that tba natirea guw aaldoa oa 
board an English ihip, for fear of being detained or carried off; yet at laat aooM 
Tentnrad on board ; bat if thcae chanced to apy any arina, tbey Woold all imawdi* 
attly take to their canoea, and make the beat of their way home.*— Snuth*a Vcijaga 
Co Odnea. 

H ' It b wall known that many of the Earopean nationa hare, raj nBJoatlf aftd 
Inhumanly, without anj prorocation, atolen away, from time to tuatt ab«aidaiiea 
of the pavple, not only on this coait, butalaott erery where in Ooinea, who haro 
coma on board their ihipa in a barmleas and confiding manner ; tboea diey hav* la 
great numbara carried awigr, and told in the plauUtiona.— J, BaAarH IMar^pCiMi 
tfOtrittta, 
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Fate's blackest clouds were gathered o'er my head 

' Yet when mj fortune cast my lot with thine. 
And bade beneath one Poof our labours join, 
SurprisM I felt the tumults of my breast 
Lulled by thy beauties to unwonted rest. 
Delusive hopes my changing^ soul inflame. 
And gentle transports agitate my frame. 
What though obscure thy birth, 8U]perior grace 
Shone in the glowing features of thy &ce. 
NeVr had my youth such winning softness seen. 
Where Afric's sable beauties dance the green. 
When some sweet maid receives her lover^ yow, 
And binds the offered chaplet to her brow. 
While on thy languid eyes I fondly gaze, 
And trembling meet the lustre of their rays, 
l^hou, gentle virgin, thou didst not despise 
llie humble homage of a captive's sighs. 
By Heav'n abandoned, and by man betray'd, 
Each hope resigned of comfort or of aid. 
Thy generous love could ever sorrow end, 
In thee I found a mistress and a friend ; 
Still as I told the story of my woes, 
With heaving sighs thy lovely bosom rose ; 
The trickling drops of liquid crystal stole 
Down thy feir oheek, and marked thy pitying loal : 
Dear drops ! upon my bleeding heart, like balm. 
They fell, and soon my tortur'd mind grew calm ; 
Then my lov'd country, parents, friends forgot ; 
Heav'n I absolv'd, nor murmur'd at my lot ; 
Thy sacred smiles could every pang remove. 
And liberty became less dear than love. 



i 
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* And 1 have loreJ thee with as pore a frt 
As man e^er felt, or woman could iupire : 
No pang;s like these my pallid tyrants latofW- 
Not such their transports, and not such theiP W 
Their softer frames a feeble soul eoooeali 

A soul unus'd to pity or to feel : 
DampM by base lucre, and repelled by fiear 
Each noble passion faintly blazes here. 
Not such the mortals burning Afric breedf. 
Mother of virtues, and heroic deeds ; 
Descended from yon radiant orb, they daim 
Sublimer courage, and a fiercer flame. 
Nature has there, unchill^d by art, imprea^d 
Her awful majesty on every breast. 
Where'er she leads, impatient of control, 
The dauntless Negro rushes to the goal ; 
Firm in his love, resistless in his hate. 
His arm is conquest, and his frown is &te. 

* What fond affection in my bosom reigns ! 
What soft emotions mingle with my pains I 
Still as thy form before my mind appears, 
My haggard eyes are bathed in gushing tean i 
Thy 1ov*d idea rushes to my heart. 

And stem despair suspends the lifted dar t 
O ! could I burst these fetters, which restrain 
My struggling limbs, and waft thee o*er the maia 
To some far-distant shore, where ocean roars 
111 horrid tempests round the gloomy shores ! 
To some wild mountain's solitary shade, 
Where never European faith betray'd | 
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flow joyful cotdd I, of thy lore secure, 
Meet every danger, every toil endure ! 
Por thee I'd dimb the rock, explore the flood, 
And tame the famished savage of the wood. 
When scorching summer drinks the shrinking streamy 
My care should screen thee from its sultry beams ; 
A.t noon Td crown thee with the fairest flowers, 
At eve Vd lead thee to the safest bowers ; 
And when bleak winter howl'd around the cave, 
For thee his horrors and his storms Fd brave ; 
Nor snows nor raging winds should damp my soul« 
Nor such a night as shrouds the dusky pole : 
O'er the dark waves my bounding skifi* I'd guide. 
To pierce each mightier monster of the tide ; 
Through frozen forests force my dreadful way. 
In their own dens to rouse the beasts of prey ; 
Nor other blessing ask, if this flight prove 
How fix'd my passion, and how fond my love. 
Then should vain fortune to my sight display 
All that her anger now has snatch'd away ; 
Treasures more vast than Avarice e'er design'd 
In midnight visions to a Christian's mind ; 
The monarch's diadem, the conqueror's meed. 
That empty prize for which the valiant bleed; 
All that ambition strives to snatch from &te, 
All that the gods e'er lavish'd in their hate : 
Not these should win thy lover from thy armi. 
Or tempt a moment'i absence from thy charms { 
Indignant would I fly these guilty climes. 
And scorn their glories as I hate their crimes ! 
* Bat whither does my wandering £mcy rove I 



i 
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HcBee, ye wild wishes of despoediBglaTv ! 
Ah ! where is now that roiee whxA InlTd Kj 
/rbat ADgel-face, which soothed me to up— ? 
B jT Nature tempted, and with pasBisa blimi, 
Ara these the joys hope whispered to mj 
Is this the end of constancy like thine ? 
Are these the transports of a lore liioe 
My hopes, my joys arc vanished into air. 
And now, of all that once engag'd my 
These chains alone remain, this weapon, azai 

80 be thy lifers gay prospects all o*ercut. 
All thy fond hopes dire disappointment Umt ! 
Thus end thy i^lden visions, son of pride ! 
Whose ruthless ruffians tore me from my bfide ; 
That beauteous prize Heaven had resenr*datlut» 
Sweet reoompense for all my sorrows past. 
O may thy hardened bosom never prove 
The tender joys of friendship or of love ! 
Yetmay*st thou, doom'd to hopeless flames a prej. 
In unrequited passion pine away ! 
May every transport violate tliy rest^ 
IVhich tears the jealous lover^s gloomy breast I 
May secret anguish gnaw thy cruel heart, 
Till death in all his terrors wing the dart : 
Then, to complete the horror of thy doom^ 
A fiivour'd rival smile upon thy tomb ! 

* Why dees my lingering soul her flight delay ? 
Come, lovely maid, and gild the dreary way 1 
Come, wildly rushing with disordered charms, 
And dasp thy bleeding lever in thy arms ! 
Qoie his sad eyes« receive his parting breath,- 
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And sooth him sinkingf to the shades of death ! 

O ! come — thy presence can my pangs beguile, 

And bid the inexorable tyrant smile ; 

Transported will I languish on thy breast, 

And sink enraptured to eternal rest. 

The hate of men, the wrongs of fate forgive. 

Forget my woes, and almost wish to live. 

Ah ! rather fly, lest aught of doubt control 

The dreadful purpose labouring in my soul ; 

Tears must not' bend me, nor thy beauties moye, , 

This hour I triumph over fate and love ! 

^ Again with tenfold rage my bosom bums. 
And all the tempest of my soul returns ; 
Again the furies fire my madding brain» 
And death extends his sheltering anns in vain ; 
For unreveng'd I fall, unpitied die ; 
And with my blood glut Pride's insatiate eye ! 

^ Thou Christian God I to wjiom so late I bow\it 
To whom my soul its new allegiance vow'd, 
When crimes like these thy injured power profiuoet 
O God of Nature t art thou call'd in vain ? 
Didst thou for this sustain a mortal wound, 
While HeavX ud Earth, and Hell huQg trembling round? 
That thcia Tile ft tters might my body biiid« 
And agony like thia disti^t my mind? 
On thee I call'd with rtrerentlal awe, 
Ador'd thy wisdom, and embrao'd Uiy law ; 
Tet mark thy destin'd convert as he lies, 
Hia groans of aagoiih, and his livid eyes : 
Tbeie galling dnin polluted wilbhk blood, 
Thtn bid his tongue prodaim tiieo Just and tMii 
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But if too weak thy Taunted power to spare. 
Or sufieringB move thee not, O hear despair ! 
ThjT hopes and blessings I alike resign, 
But let revenge, let swift revenge be mine ! 
Be this proud bark, which now triampihant rides, 
TossM by the winds, and shatterM by the tides i 
And may these fiends, who now exoltiqg Tiew 
Tlie horrors of my fortune, feel them too ! 
Be theirs the torment of a lingering fiite. 
Slow as thy Justice, dreadful as my hate * 
(^undemnM to grasp the riven plank in vain. 
And chasM by all the monsters of the main ; 
And while they spread their ^pking arms to tfaee. 
Then let their fainting sonb remember me ! 

^ Thanks, righteous God ! Revenge shall yet be m^^- v 
Yon flashing lightning gave the dreadful s%n. 
! see the flames of heavenly anger hurlM, 
I hear your thunders shake a guilty world. 
The time shall come, the fitted hoar is nigh, 
When guiltless blood shall penetrate the skj ; 
Amid these horrors, and involving nigiit, 
Prophetic visions flash before my sight : 
Eternal Justice wakes, and in their torn 
The vanquished triumph, and the victors moam ; 
Lo ! Discord, fiercest of th' infernal band, 
Fires all her snakes, and waves her flaming brand | 
No more proud Commerce courts the western gitaih 
But marks the lurid skies, and furls her sails r 
War mounts his iron car, and at his wheels 
In vain soft Pity weeps, and Mercy kneels ; 
J^>>r«athes a savage rage through all the ho^ 
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And stains with kindred blood the impious coast ; 

Then while with horror sickening; Nature groans, 

And earth and Heaven the monstrous' race disoWD8« 

Then the stem Genius of my native land, 

With delegated vengeance in his hand. 

Shall raging cross the troubled seas, and pour 

The plagues of hell on yon devoted shore. 

What tides of ruin mark his ruthless way I 

How shriek the fiends exulting o^er their prey I 

I see their warriors gasping on the ground, 

I hear their flaming cities crash around. — 

In vain with trembling heart the coward turns. 

In vain with generous rage the valiant bums ; 

One common ruin, one promiscuous grave. 

Overwhelms the dastard, and receives the brave,— 

For Afnc triumphs ! — ^his avenging rage 

No tears can soften, and no blood assuage. 

He smites the trembling waves, and at the shock 

Their fleets are dash'd upon the pointed rock. 

He waves his flaming dart, and o^ei their plains. 

In mournful silence. Desolation reigns — 

Fly swift, ye years ! — Arise, thou glorious mom I 

Thou great avenger of thy race be bojrn ! 

The conqueror*s palm and deathless feme be thine ! 

One generous stroke, and liberty be mine I 

And now, ye Powers ! to whom the brave are dear, 

Receive me fiilling, and your suppliant liear. 

To you this unpolluted blood I pour. 

To you that spirit which ye gave restore I 

I ask no lazy pleasures to possess, 

No long eternity of happiness ;— 
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Itat if an«UinM br Toluntarj giult. 
ki jvnir i^mt call thb being I haTe qdli. 
for all the wrongv which iimnfienre I Am. 
•r all !>• raflar**! a»l lor all I dara • 
O lard aiir to Umi^ ipot« that laerad 
Wh«ro aoolt art fr^ and men appammt^M 



These, as they change, Almighty Father ! thiae 
Are but the varied God. ^ The roUmg year 
Is fall of thee. Forth in the pleasing spring 
Thy beauties walk, thy tenderness and lore. 
Wide flush the fields : the soft'ning air is balm : 
'Echo the mountains round ; the forest smiles ; 
And evVy sense, and ev'ry heart is joy. 
Then comes thy glory in the summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then thy sun 
Shoots full perfection thro' the swelling year. 
And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder speala ; 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve. 
By brooks and groves, in hollow whispVing gales. 
Thy bounty shines in autumn unconfin'd. 
And spreads a common feast for all that lives. 
In wmter, awful thou ! with clouds and stormi 
Around thee thrown, tempest o^er tempest roU'd, 
Majestic darkness ! on the whirlwind's wing 
Riding sublime, thou bidst the world adore, 
And humblest nature with thy^northem blast. 

Mysterious round ! what sldll, what force diriney 
Deep felt in these appear I a simple train, 
Tet so delightful mix'd, with such kind art, 
Such beauty and beneficence combined ; 
Shade, unperceiv'd, so soft'ning into shade. 
And all so forming an harmonious whole. 
That, as they still succeed, they ravish still. 
But, wandVing oft, with brute unconscious g 
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Man marka not thee ; markB not the mighty hmd 
Thatt ever bosy, wheels the sflent qiheres ; 
Worka in the secret deep ; shoots, steamu^, thenof 
The fiiir profusion that overspreads the springy ; 
Flings from the son direct the flaming day ; 
Feeds every creature ; harls the tempest forth ; 
And, as on earth this grateful change revi^Tes, 
With transport touches all the springs of life. 

Nature attend ! join, every living soul 
Beneath the spacious temple of the sky, 
In adoration join ; and ardent, raise 
One general song ! To Uim, ye vocal galea, 
Breathe soft, whose spirit in your frednMa bratflieA 
Oh I talk ofhim in solitary glooms \ 
Where, o*er the rock, the scarcely- waging pme 
FiUa the brown shade with a religious awe. 
And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar. 
Who shake th' astonished world, liil high to heavVi 
Th' impetuous song, and say from whom you rage. 
His praise, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills. 
And let me catch it as I muse along. 
Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound ; 
Ye softer floods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale ; and thou majestic main, 
A secret world of wonders in thyself, 
Sound His stupendous praise ; whose greater toIm 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fidl. 
Soft rGll your incense, herbs, and fruits, and flowVsi 
In mingled clouds, to Him ; whose sun exalts. 
Whose breath perfumes you, and whose pencil paintf 
Ye forests, bend, ye harvests, wave to Him ; 
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Breathe your still song into the reaper's ear, 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep watch in heaven, as earth asleep 

Unconscious lies, effuse your mildest beams, 

Ye constellations ! while your angels strike. 

Amid the spangled sky, the silver lyre. 

Great source of day I best image here below 

Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 

From world to world, the vital ocean round, 

On nature write with ev'ry beam his praise. 

The thunder rolls : be hush'd the prostrate world ; 

While cloud to cloud returns the solemn hymn. 

Bleat out afresh, j% hiUs ; ye mossy rocks, 

Retain the sound : the broad responsive low, 

Ye vallies, raise ; for the Great Shepherd reigns, 

And his unsuff 'ring kingdom yet will come. 

Ye woodlands all, awake ; a boundless song 

Burst from the groves : and when the restless day 

Expiring, lays the warbling world asleep. 

Sweetest of birds ! sweet Philomela, charm 

The lisfning shades, and teach the night his prais«». 

"Ye chief^ for whom the whole creation smiles I 

{At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 

Orown the great hymn ! in swarming cities vait| 

Assembled men, to the deep organ join. 

The long resounding voice, oft breaking cleu« 

At solemn pauses, thro* the swelling bass : 

And as each mingling flame increases each, 

fn one united ardour rise to heaven. 

Or if you rather choose the rural shade, 

And find a fane in every sacred grove i 
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There let the shepherd's flute, the Tirpn'a Uy* 
The promptins seraph, and the poel^ IjTMt 
Still sin; the God of seasons as thej- roIL 
For me, when I fn^g^ the darling thaniea 
Whether the bloesom blows, the snmBiar ray 
Russets the plain, inspiring autumn gleami^ 
Or winter rises in the blackViing east ; 
Be mj tongue mute, my iancy paint no more. 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat ! 

Should fisite command me to the fiurthest Tttf* 
Of the green earth, to distant barbVooa climes, • 
Rivers unknown to song, where first the son 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his settinif Warn 
Flames on the Atlantic isles ; tis noqght to me» 
Since God is ever present, ever felt, 
In the Toid waste, as in the city full ; 
And wh^'re he vital spreads, there must be joy. 
When ev^ at last the solemn hour shall oome 
And wing my mystic flight to future woridi, 
I cheerful will obey ; there, with new pow'rii 
Will rising wonders sing : I cannot go 
Where UNIVERSAL LOVE not smilet aniiiDd» 
Sustaining all yon orbs, and all their smis. 
From seemini^ evil still educii); good. 
And better thence again, and better still, 
In infinite progression. — But I lose 
Myself in Him, in LIGHT INEFFABLE ! 
Come, then, expressive silenoe^ muse HIa priiM. 
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Tam, in a wild, imknown to public view. 
From youth to tge a reyerend Hermit ^w ; 
The mon his bed, the cave his humble cell. 
His food the fruits, his drink the crystal well : 
Remote from man, with God he pass'd his day8» 
Prayer all his business, all his pleasure praise. 

A life so sacred, such serene repose, 
SeemM Heaven itself, till one suggestion rose«- 
That vice should triumph, virtue vice obey ; 
This sprung some doubt of Providence's sway * 
His hopes no more a certain prospect boast. 
And all the tenour of his soul is lost. 
So when a smooth expanse receives imprest 
Calm nature's image on its watery breast, 
Down bend tiie banks, the trees depending grow. 
And skies beneath with answering colours glow ; 
,But if a stone the gentle sea divide, 
Swift rushing circles curl on every side. 
And glimmering fragments of a broken sun : 
Banks, trees, and skies, in thick disorder run. 

To dear this doubt, to know the world by sight. 
To find if books or swains report it right, 
(For yet by swains alone the woild he knew. 
Whose feet came wandering o'er the nightly dew^- 
He quits his cell : the pilgrim-staff he bore. 
And fix'd the scallop in his hat before ; 
Then with the sun a rising journey went. 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 
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But whcB the loiAkaB m h^ vmM tki dif , 

Afooth 
Bm 

And loft in psodiil riq^klB vsvM bii 
Tbcn near appnacliiii^,* Fatiber, hail !* kt < 
And ** Hail, my foo f the rereraid are ra|iGid» 
Wofdt foUowM wonk. frvm q ocaliu n anMrar JufH, 
And talk of Tanous kind decor^ the road; 
Tin each with other pleased, andktfi to put. 
While intheir age thej differ. Join mhcait. 
Thiu itands an a^ped elm in irj bomdi 
Thus yoathfiil hrj clasps an elm aroond. 

Now sunk the son ; the closing hour of day 
Came onward, msntled o^er with sober gn^ ; 
Nature in silence bid the world r^ose ; 
When near the road a stately palace rase : 
There, by the moon, through ranks of trees tfaej pam^ 
Whose yerdore crown'd their sloping sides of gram. 
It chanced the noble master of the dome 
Still made his house the wanderii^ stranger^ hMV s 
Tet still the Idndness, from a thirst of praise, 
Proy'd the vain flourish of ezpensiTe ease. 
The pair arrive : the liveried servants wail; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gat«; 
The table groans with costly piles of food, 
And all is more than hospitably good. 
Then led to rest, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep simk in sleep, and silk, and heaps of doWB* 
At length 'tis mom, and at the dawn of day 
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AUmg the wide canals the zephyrs play ; 
Fresh o*er the gay parterres tiie breezes creep, 
And shake the nejg^boturing wood to banish sleep. 
Up rise the guests, obedient to the call ; 
An eaily banquet deck'd the splendid hall ; 
Ridi losdons wine a golden goblet grao'd, 
Which the kind master focc'd the guests to taste. 
Then, pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they go : 
And, but the landlord, none had cause of wo : 
His cup was vanish'd ; for in secret guise 
The younger guest purloin'd the glittering prize. 

As one who spies a serpent in his way. 
Glistening and basking in the summer ray, 
Disorder'd stops to shun the danger near, 
Then walks with fiiintness on, and looks with ftar ; 
Soseem'd the sire, when hx upon the road 
The shining spoil his wily partner showed. 
He stopped with silence, walk'd with trembling hearti 
And mnctk he wish'd, but durst not ask, to part ; 
Murmuring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 
That generous actions meet a base reward. 

While thus they pass, the sun his glory shrouds. 
The changing skies hang out their sable clouds ; 
A sound in air presag'd approaching rain. 
And beasts to covert send across the plain. 
Wam*d by the signs, the wandering pair retreat 
To seek for shelter at a ne^hbouring seat : 
Twas built with turrets on a rising ground, 
And strong, and lai^ and uiyimproT'd around ; ' 

Iti owner^ temper, timorous and severe, 
Uiikiad and griping, caas*d a desert there. 
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As neu- the miser's heaTj doon llMgr drcWt 
Ficree risk^ gvits with snUai fury Uaw ; 
The nimble UghtiiiB^ mixM with showen li^i^^ 
And o*er their heeds load rdlliiig^ thunder nm 
llere, lon^ they knock, hot knock or ceB m fai% 
DtitVi by the wind, and better*(]^by the rein. 
At lengith some pity wmnnM the master^ hnaA» 
(nVas then his threshold fint reoeiTM a gueit :) 
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous cart, 
And half he welcomes in the shiTcring^ pair ; 
One firu^ &gS^t lights the naked walls. 
And nature's fcrrour through their limbs reeaUa t 
Bread of the coarsest sort with meagre wine, 
(Each hardly granted) servM them both to dine | 
And when the tempest first appearM to cease, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 

With still remark the pondering hermit yiewM, 
In one so rich, a life so poor and rude ; 
And why should such (within himself he oried) 
Lock the lost wealth a thousand want beside ? 
But what new marks of wonder soon take pliM 
In every setting feature of his face. 
When from his vest the young companion bore 
That cup the generous landlord own'd before. 
And paid profusely with the precious bowl 
The stinted kindness of this churlish soul ! 

But now the doods in airy tumult fly ; 
The sun emerging opes an azure sky ; 
A fresher green the smelling leaves .iisplay. 
And glittering as they tremble, cheer the day t 
• r^- *'«%ther courts them from the poor retreit» 
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Aiid th« glad maater botti the wary gate. 

While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's bosom wrou«|ltt 
With all the travail of uncertain thought i 
His partner's acts without their cause appear*. 
TwBS there a yice, and seem'd a madness here : 
Detesting that, and pitying this, he goes, 
Lost and confounded with the various shows* 

Now nights dim shades again involye the 8ky« 
Again the wanderers want a place to lie ; 
Again they search, and find a lodging nigh. 
The soil improved around, the mansion neat. 
And neither poorly low, nor i(Uy great. 
It seem'd to speak its master's turn of mind, ^ 

Content, and not for praise, but virtue kind. 

Hither the walkers turn with weary feet. 
Then bless the mansion, and the master greet. 
Their greeting fair, bestow'd with modest guise. 
The courteous master hears, and thus replies : 

*^ Without a vain, without a grudging heart« 
To him who gives us all, I yield a part ; 
From him you come, for him accept it here, 
A frank and sober, more than costly cheer." . 
He spoke, and bid the welcome table s^ead, 
Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed ; 
When the grave household round his hall repair, 
Wam'd by a bell, and close the hours with prayer 
At length the world, renewed by calmr repose, 
Was strong for toil ; the dappled mom arose ; 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept 
Near the dos'd cradle, where an infant slept, 
And writh*d liis neck ; the landlord's little pride, 
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Oftnnge retain! grew black, and gmsp'd, and died. 
Horror of horrors ! ipfaat ! his only son ! 
Ha^w lookM oar Hennit when the £m^ was done ! 
Not hell, though hell^s black jaws in sonder party 
And breathe blue fire, could more assault his beait. 

Coofas*d and struck with silence at the deed. 
He flies ; but, trembling, fidls to fly with speed. 
His steps the youth pursues ; the country lay 
PerplexM with roads ; a servant showM the way : 
A river crossed the path ; the passage o>r 
Was nice to find ; the servant trod before : 
Long arms of oak an open bridge supplied. 
And deep the waves beneath the bending branches gUdf 
The youth, who seems to watch a time to sin. 
Approached the careless guide and thrust him in : 
Plunging he falls, and rising lifts his head : 
Then flashing turns, and sinks among the dead. 

Wild sparkling rage inflames the father's eyes : 
He bursts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 
** Detested wretch l^ — But scarce his speech begant 
When the strange partner secmM no longer man : 
His youthful face grew more serenely sweet ; 
His robe tumM white, and flowed upon his feet ; 
Fair rounds of radiant points invest his hair ; 
Celestial odours breatlie through purpled Air : 
And wings, whose colours glittered on the day, 
Wide at his back their gradual plumes display. 
The form ethereal bursts upon his sight, 
And moves in all the majesty of light. 

Though loud at first the Pilgrim's passion gre^t 
Sudden he gaz'd, and wist not what to do ; 
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Sarpriie in secret chains his words snspChaii 
And in a calm his settling temper ends. 
But silence here the beauteous angel broke, 
(The Yoioe of mnsie rayish'd as he spoke :) 

** Thy prayer, thy praise, thy life to rice unknoiWBi 
(n sweet memorials rise before the throne : 
These charms success in our bright r^on find, 
And force an angel down to calm thy mind ; 
For this commissioned, I forsook the sky—" 
Nay, cease to kneel I thy fellow-servant L 

^ Then know the truth of government Divine, 
And let^ese scruples be no longer thine. 

**• The Maker justly claims that world he made ; 
In this the right of Providence is laid ; 
Its sacred majesty through all depends 
On using second means to work his ends ; 
'Tis thus, withdrawn his state from human eyoi 
The Power exerts his attributes on high ; 
Your actions uses, nor controls your will. 
And bids the doubting so<i9 of men be still. 

^ What strange events can strike with more stirpriii^ 
Than those which lately struck thy wondering eyei? 
Yet taught by these, confess the Almighty jost : 
And, where you canH unriddle, learn to trust. 

^ The great, ^n man, who fiu^d on costly food« 
Whose life was too luxurious to be good ; 
Who made his ivory stands with goblets shine. 
And forced his guests to morning draught of wine ; 
Has with the cup the graceless custom lost. 
And still he welcomes, but with less of cost. 

** The mean, suspicious wretch, whose bolted d<iQic 

i 
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Xe>^ moT*J -a i>"'.y to the ^mncle^iIlg poor. 
With him I lefl the cu\\ to ietich is mizid 
That He;iiven can bless; if mortals will be 
(Conscious of wantiu«^ worth, he views the bowl. 
And feels compassiun toucli his g^rateful sooL 
Thus artists melt the sullen ore of lead. 
With heaping eoals of fire upon its head ; 
In the kind wumth the metal learns to glow. 
And, loose Groia dross, the silver runs below. 
^ Leng had onr pioos friend in yirtue trod, 
But now the o^d half- weaned his heart from God ; 
(Child of his age) for him he liv^d in pain. 
And measurM back his steps to earth agam. 
To whaf excesses had his dotage mn 1 
But God to saye the father, took the son. 
To all but thee in fits he seem'd to go ; 
And Hwas my ministry to' deal the blow. 
The poor fand parent, humbled in the dust, 
Now owns in tears the punishment was just« 
*^ But how had all his fortunes felt a wreck, 

Had that fidse servant sped in safety back ! 

This night his treasur'd heaps he meant to steal, 

And what a fund of charity would fail ! 

Thus Heaven instructs thy mind : this trial o'er. 

Depart in peace, resign, and sin no more." 

On sounding pinions here the youth withdrew ; 

The sage stood wondering as the seraph flew. 

Thus look'd Elisha, when to mount on high, 
^ master took the chariot of the sky : 
^e fiery pomp ascending left the view ; 
fi prophet gaz'd, and wished to follow too. 
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The bending^ Hermit here a prayer beg^ t 
J.Mrd ! at inkKmstn^ on earth thy will be dtnu. 
Then, gladlj taming, sought hia ancient plMi^ 
And pan^d a life of piety and peace. 
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Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow, 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wand'ring Po ; 
Or onward, where the rude Corinthian boor 
Against the houseless stranger shuts the door; 
Or where Campania^s plain forsaken^lies, 
A weary waste expanding to the skies ; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see, 
My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thee ; 
Still to my brother turns, with ceaseless palh, 
And drag;s at each remove a lengthening chain« 

Eternal blessings cro^vn my earliest friend. 
And round his dwelling guardian saints attend : 
Blest be that spot where cheerful guests retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire s 
Blest that abode, where want and pain repair, 
And every Stranger finds a ready chair ; 
Blest be those feasts with simple plenty crowned) 
Where all the ruddy _^ family around 
Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail. 
Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale ; 
Or press the bashful stranger to his food. 
And ieam the luxury of doing good I 
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But me, not destiu'd such delights to share, 
Uy prime of life i^ wandering spent, and care } 
impelTd with stejn unceasing, to pursue 
Borne fleeting good, that mocks me with the viewi 
That like the circle boundfsg earth and skies, 
Allures from far, yet as I follow, flies ; 
My fortune leads to traverse realms alone, 
And find no spot of all the world my own« 
Ey'n now, where Alpine solitudes ascend, 
I sit me down a pensive hour to spend ; 
And, placM on high above the storm's career. 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear ; 
Lakes, forests, cities, plains extending wide, 
The pomp of kings, the shepherd's humbler pridib 

When thus Creation's charms around combine. 
Amidst the store, should thankless pride repine ? 
Say, should the philosophic mind disdain 
That good which makes each humbler bosom vain ? 
Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can. 
These little things are great to little man ; 
And wiser he, whose sympathetic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 
Tc glittering towns, with wealth and splendour crown^ 
Te fields, where summer spreads profusion round ; 
Te lakes, whose vessels catch the busy gale ; 
Te bending swains, that dress the flowery tale ; 
For me your tributary stores combine ; 
Creation's heir, the world, the world ii mine ! 

As some lone miser, visiting his store. 
Bends at his treasure, counts, recounts it o*«c % 
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Howdi alter hoirda ha rma^ raptam fill, 

TcC sdU iMsigiia, for hoards are wanting; stOl: 

Ttai to ay breast alternate passions riiei 

FImsM with cadi good tiiat heaTcn to man tupplkit 

Tct oft a sigh prerails and sorrows fidl. 

To see the hoard of human bliss so smaill ; 

Aad oft I wish, amidst the scene, to find 

Same spot te real happiness consigned. 

Where my worn son], eadi wandecing hope at Mlf 

Mar father bliss to see my fellows blest 

Bnt where to find that happiest spot below. 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know f 
The shniTriz^ tenant of the frigid zone 
B eM S r proclaims diat ha{^piest spot his own; 
£s;ob the treasures of his stormy seas, 
A»l hb loi^ nights of rerelry and ease ; 
The n»bed nf^\ panting at the line, 
lN>a5ts «>f his »«*.den ssn-is and palmy wine, 
Ba<ks :n ihe $*. A7>f, or stems the tepid ware, 
\»J thjiak; h» g^kl< tor all the good they garo. 
S^'h » the v*tr:*>t** boasU where'er we roam, 
II » fir^u br5t country, erer is at home. 
And Tvt, perhaps^ if countries we compare. 
And e«;imate the blessings which they shara. 
Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom BaA 
An equal poTiii» dealt to all mankind ; 
As dii^rant good by art or natnre given, - 
To ditfereot nations makes their blessiqgs ei 

Nature^ a Mother kind alike to aQ, 
J^iU gnuBts her blis at labour^ oamest call i 
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With food as well the peasant is supply^d 

On Idra'i c\if& as Arno^s shelyy side : 

4nd though the rocky crested summits frown, 

These rocks, by custmn, turn to beds of down. 

from art more various are the blessings sent ; 

lYealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 

Tet these each other's power so strong contest. 

That either seeqis destructive of the rest. 

Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fiilk. 
And honour sinks where commerce long prevails, 
Hence every slate to one lov'd blessing prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 
Each to the favVite happiness attends. 
And spurns the plan that aims at other ends 4 
'Till carried to excess in each domain. 
This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 

But let us try these truths with closer eyes. 
And trace them through the prospect as it lies ; 
Here for a while my proper cares resigned, 
Here let me sit in sorrow for mankind ; 
Like yon neglected shrub at random cast« 
That shades the steep, and sighs at every blast* 

Far to the right where Apenine ascends, 
Bright as the sununer, Italy extends : 
Its uplands sloping deck the mountain's side. 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ( 
While oft some temple's mouldVing tops between 
With venerable grandeur mark the scene. 

Could Nature's bounty satisfy the breast, 
The sons of Italy were surely ble^l. 
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While ijuiij^fiL remata'd ul :ill Ihat riches ^;w% 
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And late the nation found with fruitless slriU 
Its former strength was but plethoric ill. 

Yet still the loss of wealth is here supplied , 
By arts, the splendid wrecks of former pride | 
From these the feeble heart and long-fall'h mind 
An easy compensation seem to find. 
Here may be seen in bloodless pomp array'd, 
The paste-board triumph and the cayalcade. 
Processions formed for piety and lore, 
A mistress or a saint in every grove. 
By sports like these are all their cares beguil'd, 
The sports of children satisfy the child : 
Each nobler aim, represt by long control, 
Now sinks at last, or feebly mans the soul ; 
While low delights succeeding fast behind, 
In happier meanness occupy the mind ; 
As in those domes, where Cssars once bore swaji 
« De&c'd by time and tott'ring in decay. 
There in the ruin, heedless of the dead. 
The shelter«seeking peasant builds his shed ; 
And, wondering man could want a larger pile, 
Exults and owns his cottage with a smile. 

My soul, turn from them, turn we to sunrej 
Where rougher climes a nobler race di^Uy, 
Wher^ the bleak Swiss their stormy mansion trttd^ 
And force a churlish soil for scanty bread ; 
No product here the barren hills aJBbrd, 
But man and steel, the soldier and his sword. 
No Ternal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter lingering chills the lap of May t 
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No zephyr fondly sues the mountmin^i brauti 
Bat meteors glare, and stormy glooms inTCft. 

Tet still, eyen here, content can spread a duu 
Redress the dime, and all its rage diaaim. 
I'hough poor the peasant's hut, his feast tho' mi 
He sees his little lot the lot of aU ; 
Sees no contiguous palace rear its head. 
To shame the meannes? of his humble shed ; 
No costly lord the sumptuous banquet de«], 
To make him loathe his vegetable meal ; 
But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil. 
Each wish contracting, fits him to the soiL 
Cheerful at mom, he wakes from short rep on, 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes : 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep. 
Or drives the ventVous ploughshare to the stee] 
Or seeks the den where snow tracks mark the i 
And drags the struggling savage into day. 
At night returning, every labour sped. 
He sits him down the monarch of a shed : 
Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round siinreyi 
His children'*s looks that brighten at the blaze f 
While his lov'd partner, boastful of her hoard. 
Displays her cleanly platter on the board : 
And haply too some pilgrim thither led. 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus every good his native wilds impart. 
Imprints the patriot passion on his heart : 
And e'en those ills, that round his maosion riM 
Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies. 
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l)ear is that shed to which his soul conforms, 
And dear that hiU which lifts him to the storms t 
And as a child, when scaring; sounds molest, 
Clii^ close and closer to the mother's breast. 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 
Such are the charms to barren states assigned ; 
Their wants but few, their wishes all confin'd. 
Yet let them only share the praises due. 
If few their wants, their pleasures are but f6vr ; 
For every want that stimulates the breast. 
Becomes a source of pleasure when redrest. 
Whence from such lands each pleasing;- science flieti 
The first excites desire, and then supplies : 
Unknown to them, when sensual pleasures cloy. 
To fill the languid pause with finer joy : 
Unknown those powers that raise the soul to flame. 
Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 
Their level Ufe is but a mouldering fire, 
Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by strong desire; 
Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer 
On some high festival of once a. year, 
In wild excess the vulgar breast takes fire, 
Till, buried in debauch, the bliss expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarsely flow : . 
Their morals, like their pleasures, are but low ; 
I^'or, as refinement stops, from sire to son 
Unaltered, unimproved the manners run : 
And loye's and friendship's finely pointed dart 
PaU blunted ftom each indarated heart. 
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Sookerteraer Tirtna o>r the ■oimtmm^i brcMt 

M17 sit, nice UooM effveriBS on tlie BMt ; 

But an Um s*»^la^ i^orab, suflk M play 

Thro* life'lison cattniM walkiiUid dium tfie wmj; 

Th«e, fcr dapen^ on tuBVoai pinioni fl j, 

Ta tpoil and floltsr ma kmiier iky. 

To khkler skies, where gentler manners reigii, 
1 tun ; and fVeitM dispiajs her bright domain: 
Gay, uprightly land of mirth and social ease, 
HeasM with thyself whom all the world can please^ 
Bow often hare I led thy sportive dioir. 
With tonelcBs pipe, beside the marmaring Loire ? 
Inhere shading etans along the margin grew. 
And fredwnM from the ware the zephyr flew : 
And haply, though my harsh touch frltVin^itilJ, 
Bnc mockM all tmie, and marred the dancer^ skill : 
Tec would the Tillage praise my wondrons power, 
And dance forgetful of the noon-tide hoar. 
AUke all ages. Dames of ancient days 
Haye led their children through the mirthful maia^ 
And the ^y grandsire, ddll'd in gestblovBi 
Has firisk'd beneath the burthen of threesoorew 

So blest a life these thoughtless realma display. 
Thus idly ba«y rolls their world away ; 
Theirs are those arts that mind to mind endear. 
For honour forms the social temper here. 
Honour, that praise which real merit gains, 
Or eren imaginary worth obtaina» 
Here passes current, paid from hand to htnd» 
ft ihiits its splendid traffic roimd the land : 



THE TRAVELLER. 1«7 

Fiom courts to campSf to cottages itMrays, 
And all are taim|ht an avarice of praise ; 
They please, are pleased, they give to get esteem, 
I'ill seeming blest, they grow to what they seem. 

But while this softer art their bliss supplies, 
ft gives their follies also room to rise ; 
For praise too dearly lov'd, or warmly sotight« 
Enfeebles all internal strength of thought : 
And the weak soul within itself unblest. 
Leans for all pleasure on another^s breast. 
Hence, ostentation here, with tawdry art. 
Pants for the vulgar praise which fools impart; 
Here vanity assumes her pert grimace, 
And trims her robes of frize with copper lace-; 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
To boast one splendid banquet once a year ; 
The mind still turns where shifting fashion dn^wv, 
Nor weighs the solid worth of self applause. 

To men of other minds my fancy flies. 
Embosom^ in the deep where Holland lia, 
Methinks her patient sons before me stand. 
Where the broad ocean leans against the land ; 
And, sedulous to stop the coming tide, 
iiift the tall rampire*s artificial pride. 
Onward methinks, and diligently slow. 
The firm connected bulwark seems to grow ; 
Spreads its long arms amidst the watery roai 
Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore. 
While the pent ocran rising o*er the pile. 
Bees an amphibious world beneath him mile \ 
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The slow canal, the yellow bloMom''d Tale, 
The willow tufted bank, the glidmg^ sail« 
'Ilie crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 
A new creation rescn^d from his reign. 

Thus while around the ware-ialjeottd toil 
Impels the natire to repeated toil. 
Industrious habits in each boeom rtag^ 
And. industry begets a lore of gain*. 
Hence all the good froni opulence that q^riqgiy 
With all those ills superfluous treasura bringa. 
Are here displayed. Their much-loT'd waalth impuli 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts ; 
But view them closer, craft and fraud i^pear. 
Even liberty itself is bartered here. 
At gold^s superior charms all freedom fiiat, 
The needy sell it, and the rich man buyi ; 
A land of tyrants, and a den of slaves, 
Her wretches seek dishonourable graves. 
And calmly bent to servitude conform, 
DiUi as their lakes that slumber in the storm. 

Heavens ! how unlike their Belgic sires of old i 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold: 
Wnr in each breast, and freedom on each brow ; 
How much unlike the sons of Britain now ! 

Fir'd at the sound, my genius spreads her wii^ 
And flies where Britain courts the western sprinigl 
Where lawns extend that scorn Arcadian prida, 
And brighter streams than fam'd Hyda^us glida. 
There all around the gentlest breezes stray, 
I'here gentle music melts on every spray ; 
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Creation's mildest charms are there combined. 

Extremes are only on the master's mind 1 

Stem o'er each bosom reason holds her state 

With daring aims irregularly great ; 

Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 

I see the lords of human kind pass by ; 

Intent on high designs, a thoughtful baud, 

By forms unfashion^d fresh from nature^s hand. 

Fierce in their natire hardiness of soul, 

True to imagin'd right, above control, 

While even the peasant boasts these rights to scan^ 

And learns to venerate himseif as man. 

Thine, freedom, thine the blessings picturM her% 
Thine are those charms that dazzle and endears 
Too blest indeed, were such without alloy. 
But fostered e'en by freedom, ills annoy ; 
That independence Britons prize too high. 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the social tie ; 
The self-dependent lordlings, stand alone. 
All claims that bind and sweeten life unknown ; 
Here by the bonds of nature feebly held. 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repelled. 
Ferments arise, imprisoned factions roar, 
Represt ambition struggles round her shore, 
Till over-wrought, the general system feels 
Its motion stop, or frenzy fire the wheels. 

Nor this the worst. -As nature's ties decaj« 
As duty, love, and honour fail to sway. 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Stfll gather strength, and force unwilling awe. 

in* 
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Hence all obedience bows to thee eloae, 
And talent sinks, and merit weeps unknown : 
Till time may come, when, stript of all ha ofaUB 
The land of scholars, and the nurse of annt, 
Where noble stems transmit the patriot flimei 
Where kings have toil'd, and poets wrote fiir hm 
One sink of level avarice shall lie. 
And scholars, soldiers, king^ unhonour^ die. 

Yet think not, thus when Freedom^s ills I itati^ 
1 mean to flatter kings, or court the g;reat ; 
Ye powers of truth, that bid my soul aspire, 
Far from my bosom drive the low desire ; 
And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble^s rage and tyrant'js angry steel ; 
Thou transitory flower, alike undone 
By proud contempt, or favour^s fostering sun, 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endurai 
I only would repress them to secure ; 
For just experience tells, in every soil, 
That those that think must govern those that toi 
And all that freedom's highest aims can reach, 
Is but to lay proportioned loa(ls on each. 
Hence, should one order disproportion'd grow, 
Its double weight must ruin all below. 

O then how blind to all that truth requires 
Who think it freedom when a part aspires * 
Calm is my soul, nor apt to rise in anaf, 
Except when fast approaching danger warms ; 
But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
Contracting regal power, to stretch their own. 
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When i beheld a factious band agree 

To call it freedom when them^lyes are free \ 

Kach wanton judge new penal >6tatute8 draw, 

Laws g^ind the poor, and rich men role the law : 

The wealth of climes, where savage nations roaoiy 

Pillag'd from slaves to purchase slaves at home ; 

Fear, pity, justice, indignation start, 

Tear off reserve, and bear my swelling heart ; 

Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 

I fly ij'om petty tyrants to the throne. 

Yes, brother, curse with me that baleful hour. 
When first ambition struck at regal power ; 
And.thus polluting honour in its source, 
Gave wealth tojiwaythe mind with double foiroe. 
Have we not seen, round Britain's peopled ahorei 
Her useful sons exchanged for useless ore ? 
Seen all her triumphs but destruction hastey 
Like flaring tapers brightening as they waite ; 
Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain. 
Lead stem depopulation in her train. 
And over fields where scatter^ hamlets rose, 
In barren solitary pomp repose ? 
Have we not seen at pleasure's lordly call, 
The smiling long-frequented village fidl ? 
Beheld the duteous son, the sire decayed, , 
The modest matron, and the blushing maid, 
Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train. 
To traverse climes beyond the western main ; 
Where wild Oswego spreads her charms around, 
And Niagara stuns the thund'ring sound ? 
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Em oow, jcriups, as there some pQ»rim stra]^ 

Tfarragli tui*led forests, and through dai^peroiis irajB| 

ITbere beasls with man diTided empire claim. 

And the brown Indian marks with mandVooa aim 

There, while above the g^ddy tempest flies. 

And all aronnd distressful jells arise. 

The pensire exile, bending^ with his wo, 

To stop toe iearful, and too &int to go. 

Casts a laog look where England^s gloriefl shinai 

And bids his bosom sympathize with mine. 

Vain, Tery rain, my weary search to find 
That bliss which only centres in the mind; 
Why have I strayed from pleasure and Tepo&B^ 
To seek a good each goveounent bestows ? 
In erery goTcnunent, though terrors reign. 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws restrain. 
How small of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cause or earat 
Still to onrselres in every place consign'd. 
Oar own felicity we make or find : 
With secret course, will no loud storms annoj 
Glides the smooth current of domestic joy. 
The lifted ax, the agonizing wheel. 
Lakers iron crown, and Dameiu*s bed of steel. 
To men remote from power but rarely known, 
Lore, reason, iaith, and conscience, all our ^wn. 



At the dote of the day wnen the hamlet ii itillt 

And mortals the sweeti of forgetfidnen prore; 
When nought bat the torrent ia heard on the hillt 

And nought but the nightingale^ song in the grove^ 
Twaa thus by the caye of a mountain afiur, 

While his hatp rung symphonious, a hermit begins 
No more with himself or with nature H war. 

He thought as a sage, though he felt as a man* 

2. ^ Ah ! why, all abandoned to darkneii and wo } 
Why, lone Philomela, that languishing fell f 

For spring shall return, and a lover beitow. 
And sorrow no longer thy bosom inthral. 

But if pity inspire thee, roiew the sad lay, 
Mourn, sweetest comp&ainer, man calls theetonot&Br 

O sooth him whose pleasfu'es like thine pass away ; 
Full quickly they pass — ^but they never return. 

3. ^* Now gliding remote, on the verge of the sl^. 
The moon half extinguished her crescent displays: 

But lately I mark'd, when majestic on high 
She shone, and the planets were lost in the blaze. 

Roll on, thou ^r orb, and with gladness pursue 
The path that conducts thee to splendour again : 

But man's faded glory what change shall renew? 
Ah fool ! to exult in a glory so vain ! 
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4. *^is night, and the landscape is lovely no more'; 

I monm ; but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you ; 
For mom is approaching, your charms to restore, 

PerfumM with fresh fragrance, and glittering with dew. 
Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; 

Kind nature the embryo blossom will save : 
But when shall spring visit the mouldering urn I 

O when shall day dawn on the night of the grave ! 

6. ^ Twas thus by the glare of false science betray'd, 

That leads to bewilder, and dazzles to blind ; 
My thoughts wont to roam, from shade onward to shada. 

l)e8truction before me, and sorrow behind. 
O pity, g^eat Father of light, then I cry'd. 

Thy creature who fiiin would not wander from that! 
Lo, humbled in dust, I relinquish my pride ; 

From doubt and from darkness thou only canst fret. 

6. *^ And darkness and doubt are now flying away ; 

No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn : 
So breaks on the traveller, faint and astray. 

The bright andTthe balmy effi%enoe of mom. 
See truth, love, and mercy, in triumph descending, 

And nature all glowing in Eden's first bloom ! 
On the cold cheek of death smiles and roses are blendii 

And beauty immortal awakes from the tomb ." 
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Hail to the chief who in triumph adniioaii 

Honoured and bleaed by the eTer-green pine t 
Lung may the tree in his banner that glaneet* 
Flouriih, the ihelter and grace of our line \ 

Heaven send it happy dew, . 

Earth lend it sap anew, 
Gayly to bourgeon, and broadly to glow. 

While every Highland glen, -^ 

Sends our shout back agen, 
^ Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho ! ieroe !** 

Ours is no sapling, chance-sown by the fountain, 

Blooming at Beltane, in winter to fade ; 
When ^tho whirlwind has stripped every leaf on toe 
mountain. 
The more shall Clan Alpine exult in her shade. 
Moored in the rifted rock. 
Proof to the tempest^ shock, 
* vmer he roots him the ruder it blow 
Menteith and Bredalbane, then. 
Echo his praise agen, 
/ ^oderigii Vic Alpine dhu, ho ! ieroe »• 
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Fkoudly oar pibroch has thrilled in Glen Fruin, 
And Banochar^s groans to onr slogan replied. 
Glen Loss and Ross-dhn they are smoking in raui« 
And the best of Loch-Lomond lie dead <m her side. 

Widow and Saxon maid 

Long shall lament our raid. 
Think of Clan- Alpine with fear and with wo ; 

Lennox and Leven-glen 

Shake when they hear agen, 
<* Roderigh Vich Alpine dha, ho ( ieroe V* ^ 

Row, yassaU, row, for the pride of the Wigi;Ufi^y { 

Stretch to your oars, for the ever green pine ! 
O! that the rose-bad that graces yon islands. 
Were wreathed in a garland aroond him to twine I 

O that some seedlii^ gem, 

Worthy such noble stem, 
Honoured and blessed in their shadow might grow I 

Loud should Clan-Alpine then 

Ring from her deepest glen, 
*- Roderigh Vich Alpine dho, ho 1 ieroe !* 
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THE 

OASTUQ OF XNDOUnNTOll. 



Aad its fiJM lonry ; 
WImm for a UtU* dnt, alu I 
WalivMriihtJeUi^ 

I. 

O MORTAL MAV, wlio Uvest here by tofl! 

Do not complain of this thy hard estate ; 
^ That like an enunet thou must ever moil« 

Is a sad sentence of an ancient date ; 

And, o«teS| there is for it reason g^reat ; 

For, tfad* sometimes it-makes thee weep and waili 

And corse th j star, and early drudge and late, 

Withoaten that would come an heavier bale, 
Loose life, unruly passions, and diseases pale. 

n. 

In lowly dale, fast by ariver^ side, 
l^tfa woody hiU o*er faQl 'encompass'd round, 
A noit eacfaanting wizard did abide. 
Then whom a fiend more fell is no where ibund. 
» ||wif|IweM,aloTdyspotofground; 
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AbI diert a. 96uaa atweea Jkne aad JCqi^ 
HftlfprmBkl with qni«^ with sammer half indira^ 
A listkai ciiBMts Bade where, soodi to ny, 
Xo linn$ w%ht oofiild woch:, nor cared eTon for play. 

m. 

Was nooghi ammd but imgas of rait : 
Slocp aocthiiy grovn, and qmet Imwai b el ir um ; 
Axid flowoy beds that dumbraos infliWMMi kntt 
From poppies braatii\l ; and beds ofpleasant g r — I , 
Where Barer yet was creepn^ creaAnrs aaeoa 
MeantiBfte mmmnbei'd g^itterii^ ttraamleti plqr^ 
And hxuled erery where their waters ahaen ; 
That, as thej bickerM through the ammy i^adfl^ 
Though lesQeB stQl themadyes, a. lollii^ munmr Bade 



IV. 

JoinM to the prattle of the purling lills, 
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale, 
And flocks lood Ueatii^ from the distant hOlib 
And Tacant ahepherds p^pi^g in the date t 
And now and then sweet Phikinel wmdd Will. 
Or stock-dovns plain amid the forest daap^ 
That droway rustled to the sighiqg gale ; 
And still a. coil the graaahopper did knapt 
Yet all these sounds yblent inclined all tn i 



V. 

Full in the passage of the Tale abore ; 

A sable, silent, solemn forest stood ; 

Where nought but shadowy iMmi ware laao ti Htk 

Am IdUss fanded in her dreaming mood ; 
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And up the hills, on either side, a wood 
Of blackening; pines, aye waving; to and fro. 
Sent forth a sleepy horror throag;h the blood ; 
And where this valley winded out below. 
The murmuring main was heard, and scarcely heard toflow 

VI. 
A pleasing land of drowsy-head it was, 
Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye ; 
And of gay castles in the clouds that pass, 
For ever flushing round a summer sky : 
There eke the soft delights, that witchingly 
Instil a wanton sweetness through the breast, 
And the calm pleasures always hover'd mgfa ; 
But whatever smacked of noyance, or unrest, 
Was fiur,iar off ezpell'd from this delicious nett. 

vn. 

The landscape such, inspiring perfect eaMi 
Where Jndotenee^ (for so the wizard hight) 
Close hid his castle inid embowering trees, 
That half shut out the beams of Phflsbus brightt 
And made a kind of checkered day and nigkt ; 
Meanwhile, unceasing at the massy gate 
Beneath a spacious palm, the wicked wigfat 
Was plac'd ; and to his lute, of cruel fiite, 
And labour harsh, complained, lamenting man'i estate. 

vin. 

Thither continual pilgrims crowded still. 
From all the roads of earth that pass thereby ; 
For as they ohanc'd to breathe on neigfaVring hill, 
' The freshness of this valley smol«\}nft\T ^-^^^ 
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And drew tliem ever and anon more nigh ; 
Till dostering^ roond Ih* enchanter fid«e thej hna§t 
Tmolten with his syren melody ; 
While o'er th* enfeebled lute his hand he flo^ 
And to ftit trainbling^ chords these temptiogf 



IX. 

**> Behold I ye pilgrims of this earth, bdiold ! 
** See all but man with aneam''d plcasare fay ; 
^ See her bright robes the butterfly onlbld, 
^'iBroke from her wintry tomb in prime of JH^^I 
^ What youthlnl bride can equal her array ? 
*^ ^Mlo can with her for easy pleasure yie ? 
^ From mead to mead with gentle wiqg toitrajt 
*^ From flower to flower on balmy gales to fly» 
* b all she has to do beneath the radiant sky. 

X. 

** Behold the merry minstrels of the mom, 
** The swarming songsters of the careless grone, 
*^ Ten thousand throats ! that, from theflQweripg thonii 
(< Hymn their good Grod, and carol sweet oflove^ 
** Such grateful kindly raptures them emof« s 
** They neither plough, nor sow ; nor, it for iail, 
^ E'er to the barn the nodden sheaves thej diwra | 
^ Tet theirs each harvest dancing in the gale* 
^ Whatever crowns the hiU, or smiles along the vakb 

XI. 

** Outcast of nature, man ! the wretched thrall 
'* Of bitter-drooping avreal^ ol^"v«ltry i^aiai 
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«« Of cares that eat away the heart with gall, 
" And of the vices, an inhuman train, 
** That an proceed from savage thirst of gain : 
** For when hard-hearted Interat first began 
** To poison earth, Astraa left the plain ! 
*^ Giule, violence, and murder seiz'd on man, 
* 4nd, fiMT soft milky streams, with blood the rivers ran* 

XII. 
^ Come, ye, who still the cumbVous load of life 
** Push hard up hill ; but as the farthest steep 
'*Toa trust to gain, and put an end to strife, 
•* Down thunders back the stone, with mighty sweejw 
** And hurls your labours to the valley deep, 
*^ For ever vain : come, and withouten fee, 
^ I in oblivion will your sorrows steep, 
*^ Tour cares, your toils, will steep you in a sea 
« Of full delight : O, come, ye weary wights, to me ! 



XIII. 
^ With me, you need not rise at early dawn, 
^ To pass jthe Joyless day in various stounds ; 
^Or,louting low, on upstart fortune &wn, 
^ And sell fidr honour for some paltry pounds ; 
^ Or through the city take your dirty rounds, 
**• To cheat, and dun, and lie, and visit pay, 
<* Now flattering base, now giving secret wounds ; 
M Or prowl in courts of law for human prey, 
« In venal sanate thieve, or rob on broad highwmy. 

17* 
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XIV. 
^ No cocks, with me, to rustic labour call« 

^ From ^'illage on to villag^e sounding dear : 

** No tardy swain, no ahriU-voic^d matnms iqnaflx 

** No dogs, no babes, no wives to stun your ear ; 

*^ No hammers thump ; no horrid blackanvth ftu 

*^ No noisy tradesmen your sweet slumbera itMrti 

. *< With sounds that are a misery to hear : 

** But all is calm, as would delight the heart 

^ Of Sifbarile of old, all nature, and all art. 

XV. 
** Here nought but candour reigns, indulgent eeset 
*^ Good naturM lounging, sauntering up md down : 
*^ They who are pleas'd themselves must'always plMWf 
«• On others' ways they never squint a frown, 
" Nor heed what haps in hamlet or in town : 
** Thus, from the source of tender indolence, 
«^ With milky blood the heart is overflown, 
M Is sooth'd and sweeten'd by the social sense : 
^ For interest, envy, pride, and strife are baniBhMhMMtb 

XVI. 
*' What, what is virtue, but repose of miiid« 
^ A pure etherial calm, that knows no stocm | 
** Above the reach of wild ambition^s wind, 
*' Above those passions that this world deforiBf 
'* And torture man, a proud malignant wom^? 
^^ But here, instead, soft gales of passions playt 
^ And gently stir the heart, thereby to form 
^ A quicker sense of joy : as breezes stray 
** Across th' enlivenM 9\i^^s,^ndLm»>iL«^c3iit^S^iMst%^^« 
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XVII. 
*' The best of men hare ever lov'd repose : 

** They hate to mingle in the filthy fray ; 

*' Where the soul sours, and gradual rancour gprowB, 

** Imbitter'd more from peevish day to day. 

^ Hven those whom fame has lent her fairest ray, 

" The most renown'd of worthy wights of yore, 

(( From a base woiid at last hare stol'n away : ' 

*^ So Seipio, to the soft Cumman shore 

" Retiring, tasted joys he never knew before. 

XVIII. 
** But if a little exercise you choose, 
w Some zest for ease, 'tis not forbidden here. 
*^ Amid the groves you may indulge the mi^se, 
^ Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal year ; 
*^ Or sofUy stealing with your watery gear, 
** Along the brooks, the crimson-spotted fJT* 
** Tou may delude : the whilst, amus'd you h^ar 
*^ Now the hoarse stream, and now the zephyr's sigh 
* Attun'd to the birds, and woodland melody. 

XIX. 
-** O grievous folly ! to heap up estate, 
^ Losing the days you see beneath the sun ; 
^ When, sudden, comes blind unrelenting fate, 
•* And gives th' untested portion you have won, 
** With ru^ess toil, and many a wretch undone, 
•* To those who mock you gone to P/m/o Vreign, 
** There with sad ghosts to pine, and shadows dun i 
**'But sure it ii of vanities most vain, 
-••To toil for what you here untoWin^ tok^ cMaxa? 
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XX. 

He oe«s*d : Bat still their tremblioo^ ears relaifli^ 

The deep Tibrmtioiii of his witching^ mmg : 
That by a kind of mapc power, cooitrain^d 
To enter in, pell-mell, the listening throng. 
Heaps poorVi on heapi, and yet they dipt akmc^ 
Iniilentease: as when beneath the beam 
Of sommer^moons, the distant woods amoi^t 
Or by some flood all silrerM with the gleam. 
The soft embodied Fays through airy portals stream, 

XXI. 
By the smooth demon so it order'd was, 

And here his baneful bounty first began ; 

Though some there were who would not Airtfaer 

And his alluring baits suspected ban, 

The wise distrust, the too fair-spoken man, 

Tet through the gate they cast a wishful eye : 

Not to move on, pcrdic, is all they can ; 

For do their very best they caxmot fly. 

Bat often each way look, and often sorely sigh. 

XXII. 
When this the watchful wicked wizard saw, 

With sadden spring he leaped upon them fCFi^ghtl 

And soon as touched by his unhallow'd paw. 

They found themselves 'Vfithin the cursed git« ; 

Fall hard to be repassed, like that of fate. 

Not stronger were of old the giant-crew, 

Who sought to pull high Jove firom regal state ; 

Tboiigh feeble wretch he seem'd, of sallow hu» 

Certea, who bides his grasp^ ^wiXV VSmX «tt»ras!»{t tqa. 
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XXIIT. 
For whomsoever the yillain takes in hand, 

Their Joints unknit, their sinews melt spnce ; 

As lithe theyg^w as any willow-wand. 

And of their VBnish'd force remains no trace ; 

So when a maiden fair of modest grace. 

In all her buxom blooming Jday of oharms. 

Is seized in some loseVs hot embrace. 

She waxeth very weakly as she warms. 

Then sighing yields her up to lovers delicious harmi* 

. XXIV. 
WaVd by the crowd, slow from his bench Aroie^ 

A comely full-spread porter, swoln with sleep : 

His calm, broad, thoughtless aspect breath'd reposisi 

And in sweet torpor he was plunged deep. 

He could himself from ceaseless yawning keep : 

While o'er his eyes the drowsy liquor ran. 

Through which his half-wak'd soul would fidntly pMp^ 

Then, taking his black sta£^ he call'd his man, 

And rous'd himself as much as rouse himself he caiu 

XXV. 

The lad leapM %htly at his master's call : 

He was, to weet, a little roguish page, 
Saye sleep and play who minded nought at til. 
Like most the untaught stpplings of his age. 
This boy he kept each band to disengage, 

' ' Garters and buckles, task for him unfit. 
But ill-becoming his grave personage. 
And which his portly paunch would not penniti 

So this same limber page to all performed it« 
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XXVI. 

M«an lime tlie master-porter wide displayM 

' Great store of caps, of slippers, and of gowns ; 
Wherewith he those who enterVl in, arrajr'd 
Loose, as the breeze that plays aloo^ the downi, 
And wares the summer-woods when eremng firowm. 
O fidr vmdress, best dress ! it cheeki no Tern, 
Bat ercrj flowing^ limb in pleasure drowns, 
And heightens ease with grace. This done, right &!ii| 

Sir porter set him down, and turned to sleep agahu 

xxvn. 

Thos ea^roVdfthey to the fooutain sped. 
That in the middle of the court upthrow 
A stream, high-spouting from its liquid bed. 
And fiiUing back again in drizzly dew : 
There each deep draughts, as deep he tfainted, drew. 
It was a fountain oiK^penlhe rare : 
Whence, as Dan Homer sings, huge jdeasaonce grew. 
And sweet oblivion of vile earthly care ; [fiiir. 

Fair gladsome waking thoughts, and joyous dreamt mors 

xxvm. 

This rite performed, all inly pleased and still, 
Withouten trump was proclamation made : 
« Ye sons of Indolence^ do what you will : 
^ And wander where you list, thro' hall or glade S 
*< Be no man's pleasure for another staid : 
*^ Let each as likes him best his hours employ, 
^ And curs'd be h%who minds his neighbour^ tra^ 
** Here dwells kind ease and unreproring joy : 
**He little merits bliss who others can annov.* 
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XXIX. 

Straight of these endless numbers, swarming; round, 

As thick as idle motes in -sonny ray. 
Not one eltsoons in view was to be found. 
But every man strollM off his own glad way. 
Wide o'er this ample court'*s blank area, 
With all the lodges that thereto pertained. 
No living creature could be seen to stray : 
While solitude, and perfect silence reignM ; 
So that to think you dreamt you almost was constndil^ 

XXX. 
As when a shepherd of the Hebrid Itki^i 

PIao'd~iar amid the melancholy main, 

(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles ; 

Or that aerial beings sometimes deign 

To stand, embodied^ to our senses plain,) 

Sees on the naked hill, or valley low. 

The whilst in ocean Phabus dips his wain^ 

A vast assembly moving to and fro : 

T^en all at once in air dissolves the wondrous shoWi 

XXXI. 

Te gods of quiet and of sleep profound ! 

Whose soft dominion o'er this castle sways, 
And all the widely-silent places round, 
Forgive me, if my trembling pen displays 
What never yet was song in mortal lays. 
But hoiw diall I attempt such arduous string, 
I who have spent my nights and nightly days, 
In this soul-deadening place, loose loitering? 
Ah ! how diall I lor this uprear my moulted wiqg ? 
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T^mii sap lOf J^or; tiixudi*^ \n- 

WUdk ;«t dhiill am^ uf^wnTi, tad: 

'Vrknck £be luilJ sow iif^rt^s vaH 

Of lauaBBL bhr^ tikmii ytc shkl: fei PB ep tts ^jn| 

Thm 5Ct fina tm£ m tntpc paOi Ike : 

Tiie a&fies «iJm. the m:3:iair\ softie ■^Q'b 

S« ciszsefl laKJbBrptlj'J I7 TiHuai'^ lan^ 
SeSJ^^c^caM alo bttDs. vfaen, irbo caa ten 
'VQat elagpKBK sBiS gnBdeor vide ei^qpuad 
7W prile cf TVoHb^ nd ciPtnim lud? 
ScA qTTjt? OD qiuh:^ od cairpeti ojpels qvead, 
Aad oondMs stne£:iL*^ Aroimd in seemlj band ; 
Aol cojles piDovs rse to pnp ttie bead ; 
So thel cadi ipMaoQs loom was OM lidl swcQiiig^ b«L 



And every vhere hngv eoTcrVI tablci stoodt 

T^tfa wines higii^aTour'd and rich rante cnnmMi 

Whatever ^rig^itly juice or tastafid Ibod 

On the green boson of this earth are feandt 
And an old ocean gvnders in his roond : 
SooM hand nnsan these sileaajdisplay'd, 
Eren midemanded by a sign or soond; 
Ton need bot wish, and, instantly dbay^ 
fMir-ruig'd the ^bei Tt»e, «n.<i\bic%: tha ^jhuMi pbyU 
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XXXV 
Here freedom reigned, without the least alloy \ 

Nor gossip's tale, aor ancient maiden's gall, 

Nor saintly spleen durst murmur at our joy, . 

And with envenom'd tongue our pleasures paU. 

For why? there was but one great rule for all; 

) To wit, that each should work his own desire* 
And eat, drink, study, sleep, as it may fall. 
Or melt the time in love, or wake the Ijrre, 

And carol what, unhid, the Muses might inspire. 

XXXVI. 

The rooms with costly tapestry were hung, 

Where was inwoven many a gentle gale : 
Such as of old the rural poets sung, 
Or of Arcadian or Sicilian Yele : 
Reclining lovers, in the lonely dale, 
Pour'd forth at large the sweetly-tortur'd heart; 
Or, sighing tender passions, swell'd the gale, 
And taught charmed echo to resound their smart ; 
While flocks, woods, streams, around, repose and pea08 
imparL 

XXXVII. 
Those pleasM the most, where, by a cunning hand] 

Depainted was the patriarchal age. 

What time Dan Abraham left the ChaMee land. 

And pastur'd on from verdant stage to stage, 

Where fields and fountains fresh could best engags^ » 

Toil was not then. Ofnothing took they heed. 

Rut with wild beasts the sylvan War to wage, 

And o'er vast plains their herds vid flocks to feedt 

BlMt nmi of siture they ! true goldeu «:^^ VsAi^tt^X 
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xxxvm. 

Sometimes the pencil, in cool airy hallf, 
Bade the gay bloom of Teraal landseapes rise, ' 
Or autumn^ Taried diades imbrown the walls : 
Now the black tempest strikes th' astonished eyes ; 
Now down the steep the flashing torrent flies ; 
The trembling son now plays o^er ocean blue, 
And now mde momitains frown amid the skies : 
Whate*er Lorrain light-toucli'd with softening has^ 
Or sayage Rota dashed, or learned Pcusstn drew. 

XXXIX. 

Each soimd too here to langoishment inclin-d, 

Loll'd the weak bosom, and indaced ease. 
Aerial music in the warbling wind. 
At distance rising ofl, by small degrees, 
Nearer and nearer came, tiQ oV the trees 
It hung, and breatVd such soul-dissolving airs, 
As did, alas ! with soft perdition please : 
Entangled deep in its enchanting snares, 
rhe listening heart forgot all duties and all 

XL. 
A certain music, never known before. 

Here lulled the pensive melancholy mind 

Full easily obtain'd. . Behooves no more. 

But sidelong, to the gently-waving wind. 

To lay the well-tun^d instrument redinM t 

From which, with airy flying fingers light, 

B^ond each mortal touch the most refin'd» 
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The god of winds drew sounds of deep delight; 
Whence, with just cause, The Harp of^oliui* it hight. 

XLI. 
Ah me I what hand can touch the string so fine f 

Who up the lofty Diapasan roll 

Such sweet, such sad, such solemn airs divine, 

Then let them down again into the soul ? 

Now rising love they fanned ; now pleasing dole 

They breathed in tender musings, throidgh the heart ; 

And now a graver sacred strain they stdle,- 

As when seraphic hands an hymn impart : 

Wild-warbling nature all, above the reach of art ! 

Such the gay splendour, the luxurious state, 
Of CtUipht old, who on the Tigrit^ shore. 
In mighty Bagdat, populous and great. 
Held th^ bright court, where was of ladies store | 
And verse, love, music still the garland wore : 
When sleep was coy, the bardt, in waiting there, 
CheerM the lone midnight with the Muse's lore ; 
Composing mlisic bade his dreams be fair. 
And music lent new gladness to the morning air. 

XLIII. 
Near the pavilions where we slept, still ran 

Soft tinkling streams, and dashing waters fell, 

• That k sot ui iawrimtioa if the author ; tbare bcioff, {d het, Moh •■ iaHtr^ 
t^nUcaUtUMMttt Harp, whidi, when plaoid afUMt a littlt naUaf «r MiitaK 
•fair, p r oJ — ■ tba aftet hara datoribtd. 

f Tht AiMam CaUphi had poati anoof tht ofican of thair Aoort, i^oM vtm 
il wai to da what it hart aaatioMd. 
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AdJ sobbing breezes sio^h^d, and oft began 
(So worked the wizard) wintry storms to fW«Q| 
As heaven and earth they would together mdl ; 
At doors and windows, threatening, seem'd to call 
The demons of the tempest, growing fell, 
Yet the least entrance found they none at all ; 
\yhence sweeter grew our sleep, secure in many hall 

XLIV. 
And hither Morpheus sent his kindest dreams. 

Raising a world of gayer tinct and grace ; 

O'er which were shadowy cast elysian gleams. 

That play''df in waving lights, from place to place, 

And shed a roseate smile on nature^s face* 

Not TitiarCt pencil e'er could so array, 

So fleece with clouds the pure ethereal space ; 

Ne could it e'er such melting forms display. 

As loose on flowery beds all languishingly lay, 

XLV. 
No, fair allusions I artful phantoms, no ! 

My Muse will not attempt your &iry-land : 

She has no colours that like you can glow : 

To catch your vivid scenes too gross her hand« 

But sure it is, was ne'er u subtler band 

Than these same guileful angel-seeming sprights, 

Who thus in dreams, voluptuous, soft, and bland, 

Pour'd all th' Arabian Heaven upon our mghts. 

And bless'd them oft besides with more refin'd delighia 
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XLVI. 
Thty were in sooth a most enchanting train, 
Even feigning^ virtue ; skilful to unite 
With eyil good, and strew with pleasure pain. 
But for those fiends, whom blood and breils delight ; 
Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright, 
Down, down black gul& where sullen waters sleep, 
Or bold him clambering all the fearful night 
-On beetling diffi, or pent in ruins deep : 
i ney, till due time should serve, we bid far hence to keepw 

XLVII. 
Te^guardian spirits, to whom man is dear. 

From these foul demons shield the midnight gloom t 

Angels of fimcy and of love, be near, 

And o'er the blank of sleep diffuse a bloom : 

Evoke the sacred shades of Greece and RomCt 

And let them virtue with a look impart : 

But chief^ a while, O ! lend us from the tomb 

Those long-lost friends for whom in love we smart, 

And fill with pious awe and joy-mixt wo the heart. 

XL VIII. 
Or are you sportive — Bid the mom of youth 

Rise to new light, and beam afresh the days 

Of innocence, simplicity, and truth ; 

To cares estrang'd and manhood's thorny ways. 

What transport, to retrace our boyish plays, 
^ Our easy bliss, when each thing joy supplied ; 

The woods, the mountains, and the warbling mar^^ 

Of the wild brooks I — But fondly wandering wide. 
My Muse, resume the task that yet doth thee ^S&sfe« 
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XLIX- 

Que g;remt amueement of oar household wm. 

In a. hT2»e crystal magk globe to wpy^ /7^ 

Still as yoa taniM it, all thmgi that da poi'^'f; 
Upon tfaii ant-hill earth ; where c wtintly 
Of idQ j-basy men the reatkaa £ry 
Run boftliBg to and fro with fooliah baite. 
In search of pleasnres Tain that from theai ttj^ 
Or which obtained the caitiffi dare not tuts : 
When nothing^ is cnjoy''d, can there be graatar WMie? 

L. 
Of vanity ihg mirror this was call'^d. 

Here you a mnckwonnof the town might tee. 

At his doll desk, amid his iegers stall^ 

Eat up with carking care and penury ; 

Moat like to carcass parchM on gallows-tree. 

•i penny saved is a penny got : 

Firm to this scoundrel maxim keepeth he, 

Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot, 

Till it has quenched his fire and banished his pot. 

LT. 
Strait from the filth of this low grub, behold 1 

Comes fluttering forth a gaudy spendthrift heir. 

All glossy gay, enamellM all with gold, 

The silly tenant of the summer-air. 

In folly lost, of nothing takes he care ; 

Pimps, lawyers, stewards, harlots, flatterers file 

And thiering tradesmen him among them share : 

His Father's ghost from limbo-lake, the while 

Sees thi.% which more damn^Uon doth iinon him pile. 
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LII. 
Thifl globe portray'd the race of learned metii 
Still at their books, and turning; o^er the page« 
Backwards and forwards : oft they snatch the pen' 
As if inspired, and in a Thespian ra«^ : 
Then write, and blot, as wotdd your ruth engage : 
Why, Authors, all this scrawl and scribbling sore? 
To lose the present, gain the future age, 
Prais'd to be when you can hear no more, 
And much enrioh'd with fame when useless worldly stores 

Lni. 

Then would a splendid city rise to view. 
With carts, and car, and coaches roaring all : 
Wide-pour'd abroad behold the giddy crew ; 
See how they dash along from wall to wall ! 
At every door, hark how they thundering call ! 
Good Lord ! what can this giddy voute excite i 
Why on each other with fell tooth to fall ; 
A neighbour's fortune, fame, or peace to blight, 
A.nd make new tiresome parf ies fur the coming night* 

LIV 

The puzzling sons of party next appeared 

In dark cabals and nightly juntos met ; 

And now they whisper'd close, now ihrugging rear'd 

Th' important shoulder ; then, as if to get 

New light, their twinkling eyes were inward set* 

No sooner Lueiferf recalls afiairS) 

Than forlh they various rush in mighty fret ; 

t TIm aonlof ttv. 




Wbm lo ! pQih^d up to ivrwV, sad uo Pfcid 

mnoUMT lel and kktetb tbcBi dovm ilun. 



But wbat mott thow^d the vaaity cf lift^ 
Wh to behold the nktuan all <m fim, 
Id oroal broQs engag'd, and deediy rtrife; 
Most Gfamtian longB, inflem^d bj bhck 
With hooonnible mffiaBi m their hira. 
Ceon war to rape, and blood aiwad to 
Of thsiad woricwhen eachb^^ totira^ 
Then set them down just where they 
Till for new soenes of wo poaoe shall tiieir ferea 

LTl. 
To Binniber up the thonsaods dwellii^ bera, 
And OfeleK werftf and eke an endlesB task ; 
From kings, and those who at the helm appear. 
To gipsies brown, is snmmcr-gladcs who bnak. 
Yea, many a man penlie I could onmask, 
VThoee desk loid t&ble make a solemn show. 
With tape>ticd trash, and suits of fools that ask 
For place or pension laid in decent row ; 
But theae I passea bv, with nameless nomben 



Of an the g:enlle tenants of the place. 
There wai a man of special g;rare remark : 
A certain tender gloom overspread his fiioa, 
PensiTc, not sad ; in thought involr^d, not darikf 
As soot this man conld sing^ as morning lark, 
Ajd teach the noblest moral? of the heart : 
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But these hk talents were yburied stark ; 
Of the fine stores he nothing would impart, 
Which boon or nature gaye, or nature-painting art. 

LVIII. 
To noontide shades incontinent he ran, 

Where purls the brook with sleep inviting sound ; 
Or when Dan Sol to slope his wheels began, 
Amid the broom he bask'd him on the ground, 
Where the wild thyme and chamomile are found ; 
There would he linger, till the latest ray 
Of light sat trembling on the welkin^s bound ; 
Then homeward through the twilight shadowB itrajr 
Sauntering and slow. So had he passed many a day. 

LIX. 
Tet not in thoughtless slumber were they past; 

For oil the heavenly fire that lay concealed 

Beneath the sleeping embers, mounted.fastt 

And all its native light anew reveal'd : 

Oft as he travers'd the cerulean field, ' 

And markt the clouds that drove before the wind* 

Ten thousand glorious systems would he buildi 

Ten thousand great ideas fill'd his mind ; 

But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace behind* 

LX. 

With him was sometimes joined, in silent walk* 

(Profoundly silent, for they never spoke) 
One shyer still, who quite detested talk : 
Oft stung by spleen, at once away he broke. 
To groves of pine, and broad o'ershading oak ; 
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Th^e, inly thriird, he wanderM all alone. 
And on himself his pensive fury wroke, 
Ne ever utter'd word save when first shone [done/ 
The glittering star of eve — »^ Thank heayen! the dajli 

LXI. 
Here Inrk'd a wretch 'vdio had not erept abroad 

For forty years, ne face of mortal seen ; 

In chamber brooding like a loathly toad : 

And sore his linen was not yery dean. 

Through secret loop-holes that had practisM beeny 

Near to his bed, his dinner yile he took ; 

Unkempt and rough, of squalid fisice and mien. 

Our castled shame ! whence, from his filthy nooki 

We drove the villain out for fitter lair to look. 

LXII. 
One day there chanc'd into these haUa to rove 

A joyous youth, who took you at first sight ; 

Him the wild wave of pleasure hither drove. 

Before the sprightly teifipest tossing light ; 

Certes he was a most engaging wight. 

Of social glee, and wit humane though keen, 

. Turning night to day, and day to night : 

For him the merry bells had rung, I ween. 

If in this nook of quiet bells had ever been. 

LXIIl. 
But not even pleasure to excess is good t 

What most elates then sinks the soul aa low ; 

When springtide joy pours in with copious flood, 

The bi^er still the exulting billowi flow, 
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The farther back again they flagging; go, • 
And leave us grovelling on the dreary shore : 
Taught by this son of joy, we found it so : 
Who, whilst he staid, he kept in gay uproar 
Oar maddened castle all, the abode of sleep no more* 

LXIV. 
As when in prime of June a bumish'd fly, 

Sprung from the meads, o'er which he sweeps aIoiig« 

Cheer'd by the breathing bloom and vital skyt 

Tunes up amid these airy halls his song. 

Soothing at first the gay reposing throng : 

And oft he sips their bowl ; or, nearly drown'd. 

He thence recovering, drives their beds among. 

And scares their tender ^leep, with Jtrump profound : 

Then out again he flies to wing his mazy round. 

LXV. 
Another guest there was, of sense refined. 

Who felt each worth, for every worth he had : 

Serene, yet warm ; humane, yet firm his mind. 

As little touch'd as any man's with bad ; 

Him through th«ir inmost walks the Muses led) 

To him the sacred love of nature lent. 

And sometimes would he make our valley glad | 

When as we found he would not here be penfti 

To him the bettjsr sort this friendly message : 



LXVL 

* Come, dwell with us, true son of virtue, ooiae t 

* Bill H alas ! we cannot thee persuade 
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« Tc ie couleat beneath our peaceful dasMf 

■ ^ Ne ^rer more to quit our quiet glade : 
M Tet when at last thy toils, but ill agaid, 
*^ Shall dead thy fire, and damp its hearenly f park^ 
•* Thou wilt be glad to seek the rural shade, 
•* There to indulge the Muse, and Nature mark ; 

M We then alodge for thee will rear in Hagkjf Porib* 

Lxvn. 

Hero whilom Ugg'd the Etoptuf of the age • 
But call'd by fiime, in soul yprioked deep, 
A noble pride restored him to the stage. 
And rous'd him like a giant from his sleep. 
Even from his slumbers we advantage rei^ : 
With double force th' enliyen^d sceqa he wakei* 
Tet quits not nature^ bounds. He knows to keep 
Each due decorum : Now the heart he shakes, [takib 
And now with well urg'd sense the enligfaten'd jodgmenl 

Lxvni. 

A bard here dwelt, more &t than bard beseemt | 
(Who, Yoid of envy, guile, and lust of gain^ 
On virtue still, and nature^ pleasing themes, 
Pour'd forth his unpremeditated strain : 
The world forsaking with a calm disdain. 
Here laughed he careless in his easy seat ; 
Here quaff'd, encircled with the joyous train. 
Oft moralizing sage : his ditty sweet 
He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat. 
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LXIX. 

Full oft by holy feet our g^rouud was trod. 

Of clerks good plenty here you mote espy. 
A little, round, fat, oily man of God, 
Was one I chiefly marked among the fry : 
He had a roguish twinkle in his eye. 
And shone all glittering with ungodly dew. 
If a tight damsel chaunc'd to trippen by ; 
Which, when observ'd, he shrank into his meWf 
And straight would recollect his piety anew* 

LXX. 

Nor be forgot a tribe who minded naught 

(Old inmates of the place) but state aflhirs : 
TlLBy look'd, perdie, as if they deeply thought | 
And on their brow sat every nation's cares* 
The world by them is parcell'd out in sUureti 
When in the Hall of Smoke they congress holdft 
And the sage berry, sun-burnt Mocha bean. 
Has clear'd their inward eye ; then, smoke enroll^ 
Their oracles break forth mysterious as of old. 

LXXI. 
Here languid beauty kept her pele-fiusMotnrt; 

Bevies of dainty dames, of high degree, 

From. every quarter hither may resort ; 

Wheie, from gross mortal care and busiaesi free^ 

They lay pour'd out in ease and luzniy* 

Or should they a vain show of work aisiUM^ 

AIm ! lod well-a-day I what oen it bt ? 
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To knott U twist, to range the yernai bloom ; 
Bat far is cast the distaff^ spiiiniiig wheel, and loon* 

Lxxn. 

Their only labonr was to kill the time ; 
And labour dire it is, and weary wo, 
They sit, they loll, torn o^er some idle rhyme ; 
Then, rising sudden, to the glass they go, 
Or saunter forth, with tottering.step and slow : 
This soon too rode an exercise they find ; 
Straight on their couch their limbs again they throw 
Where hours <m hours they sighing lie redin'd. 
And court the Tapoury god soil breathing in the 



LXXIII. 
Now must I mark the villany we found. 

But ah ! too late, as shall eflsoons be shown : 

A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground ; 

Where still our inmates, when unpleasing growiy 

Diseas'd, and loathsome, privily were thrown. 

Far from the light of heaven, they languish^ there, 

Unpitied, uttering many a bitter groan : 

For of these wretches taken was no care : 

Fierce fiends, and hags of hell, their only nurses were. 

LXXIV. 

Alas ! the change ! from scenes of joy and rest. 

To this dark den, where sicknesis tossed ulway. 
Here Lethargy^ with deadly sleep opprest, 
Stretch'd on his back, a mighty lubbard, lay* 
Heaving his sides, and snored night and day ; 
To stir him firom his traunce it was not eath, 
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* 

And his half opened ejne he shut straightway : 
4 He led, I wot, the softest way to death. 
And taught withouten pain and strife to yield the breat? 

LXXV. 

Of limbs enormous, but withal unsound, 

Soft-swoln and pale, here lay the Hydropsy : 
Unwieldy man; with belly monstrous round, 
For ever fed with watery supply ; 
For still he drank, and yet he still was dry. 
And moping here did Hypochondria sit. 
Mother of spleen, in robes of various die. 
Who vexed was full oft with ugly fit ; 
And some her frantic deem'd, and some her deemMa \. ^ 

LXXVT. 
A lady proud she was, of ancient bloo<X, 

Tet oft her fear her pride made oouchen low : 

She felt, or fancied, in her fluttering mood. 

All the diseases which the spittles know. 

And sought all physic which the shops bestow. 

And still new leeghes and new drugs would try. 

Her humour ever wavering to and fro ; 

For sometimes she would laugh and sometimes cry; 

'^"Hen sudden waxed wroth, and all she knew not why. 

LXXVII. 
Fast by her side a listless maiden pin'd. 

With aching head, and squeamisUieart-bamiiigs 

Pale, bloated, cold, she seemVl to hate mankind, 

Tet lov'd in secret all forbidden things. 

And here th« Tertian shakes his chilling win^s ; 
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The sleapIeiB Oout hens eouatB the crowing 
A wolf now gnawB him, now a seipent stings ; 
While Apoplexy cramm'd, intemperenee knocks 
Down to the ground at one« «s batcher leUeth oz. 



CANTO IL 



The kalffat efarttaad la^ 
A ad hit aebMTeawBts <Ur ( 

TLJ, by this cMtlt** OTtrtbfMr* 
■acar'd tad erowecd w« 



I. 

Escaped the castle of the sire of siiif 
Ah ! where shall I so sweet a dwelling findf 
For all around, without, and all wit&in. 
Nothing save what delightful was and kind« 
Of goodness savouring and a tender mind, 
E'er rose to view. But now another strain* 
Of doleful note, alas ! remains behind : 
I now must sing of pleasure tum'd to pain. 
And of the false enchanter Indolence complain. 

ii. 

Is there no patron to protect the muse, 

And fence for her Pameusia^ barren toil ? 
To every labour its reward aocrues. 
And they are sure of bread who swink and mo& | 
But a fell tribe th'' Ionian hive despoil. 
As ruthless wasps oft rob the painful bee : 
Thus while the laws not guard that noblest toilt 
Ne for the muses other meed decree, - 
They praised are alone, and starve right merrilj. 
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in. 

I oare noU fortune, what you me deny ; 
Ton cannot rob me of free nature^ grace ; 
Ton cannot shut the windows of the iky, 
Through whkh Aurora shows her brightening fiice % 
Ton cannot bar my constant feet to trace 
The woods and hiwns, by living stream, at eye : 
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace. 
And I their toys to the great ehUdren leave : 
Of fimcy, reason, virtae, nought can me bereave. 

IV. 

Come then, my muse, and raise a bolder song; 

Come,lig no more upon the bed of sloth, 
Dragging the lazy languid line along, 
Fond to begin, but still to finish loth, 
Thy half-writ scrolls all eaten by the moth : 
Arise, and sing that generous imp of fame. 
Who with the sons of softness nobly wroth, 
To sweep away this human lumber came. 
Or in a chosen few to rouse the slumbering flame. 

V. 
In Fairy h<md there liv'd a knight of old. 

Of feature stem, Selvaggio well yclep'd, 

A rough, unpolished mau, robust and bold. 

But wondrous poor : he neither sow'd nor reaped. 

Ne stores in summer for cold winter heaped : 

In hunting all his dajrs away he wore ; . 

Now scorch'd by Jiune, now in Jiovemher steep'd. 

Now pinch'd by biting January sore, 

He s*ill in woods pursued the libbard and the boar. 
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VI. 
As he one morning, long before the dawn« 

Pricked through the forest to dislodge his preji 

Deep in the winding bosom of a lawn, 

With wood wild-fring'd, he mark'd a taper's ny^ 

That from the beating rain, and wintry fray. 

Did to a lonely cot hi^ steps decoy ; 

There up to earn the needments of the day, 

He found dame Poverty, not far nor coy : 

Her he compressed, and iiird her with a lusty boy* 

VII. 
Amid the greenwood shade this boy was bred. 

And grew at last a knight of muchel fame, 

Of active mind and vigorous lustyhed, ^ 

The Knight of Arts and Industry by name. 

Earth was his bed, the boughs his roof did frame« 

He knew no beverage but the flowing stream ; 

His tasteful well-eamM food the sylvan game, 

Or the brown fruit with which the woodlands teem..* 

The same to him glad summer, or the winter breme* 

VIII. 
^ So pass*d his youthly morning void of care, 

Wild as the colts that through the commons run : 

For him no tender parents troubled were, 

He of the forest seem'd to be the son, 

' And certes had been utterly undone ; 
But that Minerva pity of him took, 
With all the gods that love the rural wonne, 
That teach to tame the soil and rule the crook ; 

Ne did the sacred nine disdain a gentle look« 




t28 THE CASTLE 

IX. 
Of fertile genius him they nurtured wellt 

in every science, and in every art, 

By which mankind the thoughtless brutes exceU 

That can or use, or joy, or grace impart, 

Disclosing all the powers of head and heart : 

Ne w6re the goodly exercises sparM, 

That brace the nerves, or make the limbs alert. 

And mix elastic force with firmness hard : 

Was never knight on ground mote be with him comparM 

X. 

Sometunes, with early mom, he nK>unted gay 

The hunter-steed, exulting o'er the dale. 
And drew the roseate breath of orient day ; 
Sometimes, retiring to the secret vale, 
Yclad in steel, and bright with bumish'd mail, 
He strained the bow, or tossed the sounding spear. 
Or darting on the goal outstripp'd the gale. 
Or whoel'd the chariot in its mid-career. 
Or strenuous wrestled hard with many a tough compe;' 

XI. 
At other tmies he pried through nature's store, 

Whate'er she in tli' ethereal round contains, 

Whate'er she hides beneath her verdant floor, 

The vegetable and the mineral reigns ; 

Or else he scann'd the Globe, those small domainf, 

Where restless mortals such a turmoil keep, 

Its seas, its floods, its mountains, and its plains ; 

But more he searched the mind, and rous'd from sleep 

Those moral seeds whence we heroic actions reap. 



OF INDOLENCE. 9» 

XII. 
Nor would he scorn to stoop from high pursuits 

Of heavenly truth, and practise what she thought 

Vain is the tree of knowledge without fruits. ^ 

Sometimes in hand the spade or plough he caught ; 

Forth-calling all with which boon earth is fraught ; 

Sometimes he plied the strong mechanic tool, 

Or reared the fabric frem the finest draught ; 

And oft he put himself to J^tjpiune's school. 

Fighting with winds and waves on the vext ocean pooL 

XIII. 
To solace then these rougher toils, he tried 

To touch the kindling canvass into life ; 

With nature his creating pencil vied. 

With nature joyous at the mimic strife ; 

Or, to such shapes as grac'd Pygmalion's wife* ' 

He hew'd the marble : or, with varied fire. 

He rous'd the trumpet and the martial fife. 

Or bade the lute sweet tenderness inspire. 

Or verses fram'^d that well might wake ApoWi lyre. 



XIV. 
Accomplish'd thus he from the woods issued. 

Full of great aims, and bent on bold emprize ; 

The work, which long he in his breast had brewed, 

' Now to perform he ardent did devise ; 

To wit, a barbarous world to civilize. 

Earth was till then a boimdless forest wild, 

Naught to be seen but savage wood, and skies ; 

No cities nouriah'd arts, no culture smiled, 

No government, no laws, no ^enl\e TOAxavet^Ts^^ 
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XV, 
A rtigg;ed wight^ the worst of brutes, was man s 

On his own wretched kind he, ruthless, preyM : 

The strongest still the weakest overran ; 

In every country mighty robbers sway'd. 

And guile and rtiffian force were all their trade. 

Life was a scene of rapine, want, and wo ; 

Which this brave knight, in j^ble anger, made 

To swear, he would the rascal rout oVrthrow, 

For, by the powers divine, it should no more be 80\ 

XVI. 
It would exceed the purport of my song. 

To say how this best <Siin,Xrom orient climes 

Came beaming life and beauty all along. 

Before him chasing indolence and crimes. 

Still as he passM, the nations he sublimes, 

And calls forth arts and virtues with his ray : 

Then Egypt, Greece^ and Rome^ their golden times, 

Successive, had ; but now in ruins gray 

They lie, to slavish sloth and tyranny a prey. 

XVII. 
To crown his toils, Sir Industry then spread 

The swelling "sail, and made for BritairCt coast. 

A sylvan life till then the natives led, 

In the brown shades and green wood forest lost. 

All careless rambling where it lik^d them most : 

Their wealth the wild-deer bouncing through the glade j 

They lodg'd at large, and liv'd at nature^s cost ; 

Save spear and bow withouten other aid ; 

Yet not the Roman steel their naked breast dismavM. 
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xvm. 

He lik'd the soil, he Uk'd the clement skiai, 
He lik'd the verdant hills and flowery phdni* 
Be this my great, my choseil isle (he cries) 
This, whilst my labours Liberty sustains, 
This queen of ocean all assault disdains. 
Nor lik^d he less the genius of the land, ' 
To freedom apt, and persevering pains. 
Mild to obey, and generous to command. 
Tempered by forming Heaven with kindest, firmest hattL 

XIX. 

Here, by degrees, his master-work arose. 

Whatever arts and industry can frame : 
Whatever finished agriculture k lOws, 
Fair queen of arts ! from heaven itself who camCi 
When Eden flourish'd in unspotted fame : 
And still with her sweet innocence we find. 
And tender peace, and joys without a name, 
Tiiat, while they ravish, tranquillize the mind : 
Nature and art at once, delight and use combin'd. 

XX 

Tlien towns 'le quicken'd by mechanic arts, 

And bade the fervent city glow with toil : 
Bade social commerce raise renowned marts^ 
Join land to land, and marry soil to soil, 
Unite the poles, and without bloody spoil 
Bring home of either Ind tlie gorgeous stores ; 
Or, should despotic rage the world embroil. 
Bade tyrants tremble on remotest shores, 
While o'er th' encircling deep BrUannia's thunder rotftr 
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XXI. 
Tht drooping mnies then he westward ctSTd, 

From the fiun*d city* by PrcponHdt sem* 

What time the TSirk th* enfeebled Grecian timira, 

Thenoe from their d^iater'd walki he set them freei 

And brought them to another CastahA, 

Where Jtit many a famons nursling breeds ; 

Or where old Cam soft paces o'er the lea 

In pensive mood, and tunes his Doric reeds. 

The whilft hit flocks at laige the lonely shepherd fiiedk 

XXII. 
Tet the fine arts were what he finished least. 

For why ? They are the quintessence of all. 

The growth of labouring time, and slow increaat ; 

Unless, as seldom chances, it should fall, ' 

That mighty patrons the coy sisters call 

Up to the sunshine of uncumber'd ease. 

Where no rude care the mounting thought may thrallf 

And where they nothing have to do but please : 

Ah ! gracious God ! thou know'st they ask no other feeii 

XXIII. 
But now, alas ! we live too late in time : 

Our patrons now even grudge that little claim, 

Except to such as sleek the soothing rhyme ; 

And yet, forsooth, they wear M(Beenai name. 

Poor sons of puil-up vanity, not fame, 

Unbroken spirits, cheer ! still, still remains 

Th' Eternal Patron, Liberty ; whose flame, 
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While she protects, inspires the noblest strainsi 
The beat, and sweetest &r, are toil-created gains. 

XXIV. 
When as the knight had framed, in Briiain'Landf 

A matchless form^f glorious goyemment. 

In which the sovereign laws alone command, 

Laws 'stablished by the public free consent, 

Whose majesty is to the sceptre lent, 

When this great plan, with each dependent art, 

Was settled firm, and to his heart's content, 

Then sought he from the toilsome scene to part^ 

And let life's vacant eve breathe quiet thro' the heartt 

XXV. 

For this he chose a farm in DevtCs VEde, 

Where his long alleys peeped upon the main* 
In this calm seat he drew the healthful gale. 
Here mix'd the chiei^ the patriot, and the swaia. 
The happy monarch of his sylvan train, 
Here, sided by the guardians of the fold. 
He walk'd his rounds, and cheer'd his blest doimini 
Hit days, the days of unstain'd nature, roll'd. 
Replete with peace and joy, like patriarchs of old* 



XXVI. 

Witness, ye lowing herds, who gave him milk ; 

Witness, ye flocks, whose woolly vestments far 
Exceed soft Indians cotton, or her silk ; 
Witness, with autumn charg'd, the nodding car« 
That homeward came beneath sweet evening star* 
Or of September'moora the radiance mild., 

20 




THE CASTLE 



O hid* thy head, ibominahia 
Qf crimes and ruffian idlfnuiii tha duld I 
From Kmitcb thb life yi^raiig^ from hdl thy fjLadm HM 



xxvn. 

Nor from hit deep retirement benisl^d 
Th* amnsio^ care of mral indnstrj. 
Stillf as with g^tefhl cfaan«;e the season 
New scenes arise, new landsca4>es strike tha ejt; 
And all th* enliren'd oonntrj beautify : 
Gay plains extend where marshes slept befixv ; 
O'er recent meads th' exulting streamlets fly ; 
Dark frowning heaths grow bright with Ceres' ibvBb 
And woods imbrown the steep, or waye along the Atan, 

xxvra. 

As nearer to his fiirm yon made approach, 
He polish'd nature with a finer hand, ti 
Yet on her beauties durst not art encroaoh ; 
'Tis art^s alone the beauties to expand. 
Iq graceful dance immingled, o'er the land, 
Petri, Pales., FlorOy and Pomona play'd : 
Here too brisk gales the rude wild common fimn^ 
An happy place ; where free, and unafraid. 
Amid the flowing brakes each coyer creature strayed. ' 

XXIX. 

But in prime vigour what can last for aye ? 

That soul-enfeebling wizard Indolence 
I whilom sung, wrought in his works decay ! 
Spread far and wide was hU curs'd influence \ 
Of public virtue much he duU'd the sense^ 
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Eren much of private ; eat our spirit out. 
And fed our rank luxurious vices ; whence 
The land was overlaid witli many a lout ; 
BTot, as old &me reports, wise, generous, bold, and itouL 

XXX. 

A rag^e of pleasure madden'd every breast, 

Down to the lowest lees the ferment ran : 
To his licentious wish each must be blest. 
With joy be fever'd ; snatch it as he can. 
Thus Vict the standard rear'd ; her arrier ban 
Corruption call'd, and loud she gave the word, 
^ Mind, mind yourselves ! why should the vulgar mi 
*^ The lacquey be more virtuous than his lord ? 
^ Enjoy this span of life ! 'tis all the gods afford.'' 

XXXI. 

The tidings reacn^d to where, in quiet hall. 

The good did knight enjoy'd well-eam'd repose, 
(^ Come, come. Sir Knight ! thy children on thee call : 
" Come, save us yet, ere ruin round us close ! 
** The demon Indolence thy toils o'erthrows." 
On this the noble colour stajn'd his cheeks : 
Indignant glowing through the whitening snow 
Of venerable eld ; his eye-full speaks 
His ardent soul, and from his couch at once he breaks. 

XXXII. 
I will, (he cried,) so help me God ! destroy 

That villain Archimage. — His page then straight 

He to him call'd, a fiery-footed boy, 

Benempt Despatch. ^^ My steed be at the g«te| 
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^itt. ^Wtee- «* ^^ green. 

Shall raise, m 
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Sh(me blazing bright : sprung from the generouB breed 
That whirl of active day the rapid car, 
He pranc'd along, disdaining gate or bar. 
Meantime, the bard on milk-white palfrey rode ; 
An honest, sober beast, that did not mar 
His meditations, but full softly trode : 
And much they moraliz'd as thus yfere they yode. 

XXXVf, 
They talked of virtue, and of human bliss ; 

What else so fit for man to settle well ? 

And still their long researches met in this. 

This Truth of TtiUhs^ which nothing can refel : 

** From virtue's fount the purest joys out-well, 

M Sweet rills of thought that cheer the conscious soul t 

^^ While vice pours forth the troubled streams of hell, 

t^ The which, however disguised, at last with dole 

♦* Will thro' the tortur'd breast their fiery torrent roll." 

xxxvn. 

At length it dawn'd, that fatal valley gay^ 
O'er which high wood-crown'd hills their summits rear. 
On the cool height awhile our palmers stay, 
And 'spite even of themselves their senses cheer : 
Then to the wizard's wonne their steps they steer : 
Like a green isle, it broad beneath them spf ead. 
With gardens round, and wandering currents clear, 
And tufted groves to shade the meadow-bed, 
Sweet airs end song ; and without hurry all seem'd glad« 

20* 




** And vice of virtue. Whst should then beU< 
" But th»t onr charity be not too nice ? 
■ Come, let ui tlioge we cau to red blis entice.* 

XXXIX. 
" Ay, sicker, (quoth the knight,) bU fteah ia fr 
u To pleuuituD and joyous daUianoe bent: 
"But let not bniti«h vice of this avail, 
" And think to 'scape deserred pimishment. 
■* /uilue were cruel weakl; to relent ; 
" From JStrty't self she got her nored glaire 
" Grace be to those who can, and will, rep«td 
■* Bat penance, long and dreary, to the slave, 
" Who must in £sods of fire his grora fool spirit 

XL. 
Thus, holding high dJBcourse, tbey came to n 
The cursed carle was at his wonted trade ; 
Still tempting heeOle&s men into hii snare. 
In witchins wise, bi 1 beAire have said. 



OF INDOLENCE. 239 

XLI. 
_ Nathleflfl, with feign'd respect, he bade give back 

The rabble-rout, and welcomed them full kind ; 

Struck with the noble twain, they were not slack 

His orders to obey, and fall behind. 

Then he resumed his song ; and unconfin'd, 

Poured all his music, ran through all his strings : 

With magic dusk their eyne he tries to blind, 

And rirtue^s tender airs o^er weakness flings. 

What pity base his song who so divinely sings J 

XLIl. 
Elate in thought, he iA)uuted tliem his own. 

They listened so intent with iix'd delight : 

But they instead, a:^ if transmew'd to stone, 

Marvell'd he could with such sweet art unite 

The lights and shades pf manners, wrong and right. 

Meantime, the silly crowd the charm devour. 

Wide pressing to the gate. Swift on the knight 

He darted fierce, to drag him to his bower, [power. 

Who back^ing shunned his touch, for well he knew ita 

XLIII. 
As in thronged ampitheatre of old. 

The waryt Retiarius trapp'd his foe ; 

Even so the knight returning on him bold. 

At once involved him in the Jiei of Wo^ 

Whereof I mention made not long ago. 

EnragM at first, he scom'd so weak a jail, 

And leapt, and flew, and flounced to and fro ; 



f A f ladiator, wbo m>A^ om o( a net, which he threw o? ar kb aiftnarf. 
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But wfaon be found that nothing could tvdl, 
H« Mi ^™ felly down and g;naw'd his bitter naiL 

XLIV. 
AlarmM, the inferior demons of the place 

Rais'd meful shrieks and hideous yells around ; 

Black stormy clouds, deformed ^e welkin^s fece, 

And fipom beneath was heard a wailing sound. 

As of infernal sprigfats in cavern bound ; 

A 8(demn sadness every creature strook. 

And lightnings flashed, and {lorror rocked the ground : 

Huge crowds on crowds out poured, with blemish'd 

look. 

As if on time's last verge this frame of things^ had shoolb 

XLV. 
Soon as the short-liv'd tempest was yspent. 

Steamed from the jaws of vext A vemus' hole. 

And hush'd the hubbub of the rabblement. 

Sir Industry the first calm moment stole. 

^ There must, (he cried,) amid so vast a shoal, 

^ Be some who are not tainted at the heart, 

•• Not poisoned quite by thiii same villain's bowl : 

'* Come then, my bard, thy heavenly fire impart ; 

• Touch soul with soul, till forth the latent spirit start" 

XL VI. 
The bard obey'd j and taking from his side. 

Where it in seemly sort depending hung, 

His British harp, its speaking strings he' tried. 

The which with skilful touch he deffiy strung, 

TSl tinkling in dear sym^Vvow^ \.V\o.^ vuu^. 
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Then, as he felt the muses come along, ^ 

Light o'er the chords his raptured hand he ilimg. 
And play'd a prelude to his rising song : [throng. 

The whilst, like midnight mute, ten thousand round him 

XLVII. 
Thus ardent burst his strain. 



/ *^ Te hapless race, 

^^ Dire-labouring here to smother reason's ray, 
** That lights our Maker's image in our face, • 
" And gives us wide o'er earth unquestion'd sway ; 
" What is th' ador'd supreme Perfection^ say? 
" What, but eternal never-resting soul, 
" Almighty power, and all-directing day ; ' 

" By whom each atom stirs, the planets roll ; 
** Who fills, surrounds, informs, and agitates the whole. 

XLVIII. 
M Come, to the beaming God your hearts unfold ! 

^ Draw from its fountain life ! ^Tis thence, alone, 

** We can excel. Up from unfeeling mould, 

" To seraphs burning round th' Ahnighty*s throne^ 

•* Life rising still on life, in higher tone, 

** Perfection forms, and with perfection bliss. 

" In universal nature this clear shown, 

" Not needcth proof; to prove it were, I wis, 

•* To prove the beauteous world excels the brute abyss. 

XLIX. 

•* Is not the field, with lively culture green, 

• " A sight more joyous than the dead morass ? 
•* Do not the skies with activ ' *»ther cle^Ltv^ 
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* And /annM by sprightly Zephyrs, far surpaai 
** The Ibul November-fog;s, and slumberoos maa, 
** With which sad nature veils her drooping^ &ci^f 
^ Does not the moontain-stream, as clear as glan, 
« Gmy-dancing on, the putrid pool disgrace ? 
" Hie same in all holds true, bat ohief in human raotw 

L. 

*^. It was not by vile loitering and ease, 
** That Oreeee obtained the brighter palm of art| 
<* That soft yet ardent Athens learnt to pleaaai, 
*^ To keen the wit, and to sublime the heart, 
** In all supreme ! complete in every part ! 
*^ It was ntt thoice majestic Rome arose, 
** And o'er the nations shook her conquering dart: 
•* Por sluggard^s brow the laurel never growi i 
* Renown is not the child of indolent repose. 

II. 

**' Had unambitious mortals minded nought* 
» But in loose joy their time to wear away ; 

• Had they alone the lap of dalliance sought, 

♦ Pleas'd on her pillow their dull heads to lay, 

♦* Rude nature's state had been our state to-day : 
•• No cities e'er their towery fronts had rais'd, 
•• No arts had made us opulent and gay ; 
••With broihcr-brutes the human race had graz'd ; 
«» None e'er had soar'd to fame, none honour'd been« nont 
prais'd. 
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LIT. 
** Great Homer's song had never fir'd the breatt 

•* To thirst of glory, and heroic deeds ; 

^ Sweet Maro*s muse, sunk in inglorious rest, 

^ Had silent slept amid the Mineian reeds : 

^ The witf of modem time had told their beadsi 

*^ And monkish legends bfeen their only strains ; 

*^ Our MiUotCb Eden had laid wrapt in weeds, [swaiiu^ 

** Our Shakspeare stroll'd and laugh'd with fFarwiek 

^ Ne had my master Spenser charm'd his Mulla's plalm* 

LIII. 
^ Dumb too had been the sage historic muse, 

*^ And perishM all the sons of Anient fame ; 

*' Those starry lights of virtue, that diffuse 

M Through the dark depth of time their vivid flame^ 

*^ Had all been lost with such as have no name. 

^ Who then had scom'd his ease for other's good f, 

M Who then had toil'd rapacious men to tame ? 

^ Who in the public breach devoted stood, 

** And for his country^s cause been prodigal of blood? 

LIV. 
** But should to fame your hearts unfeeling; be^ 

«* If right I read, you pleasure all require : 

** Then hear how best may be obtained this fee, 

^ How best enjoy'd this nature's wide desire* 

«* Toil, and be glad ! let industry inspire 

*^ Into your quicken'd limbs her buoyant breath ! 

* Who does not act is dead : absorpt entire 

« In miry sloth, no pride, no Joy he hath : 

« O leeden-hearted men, to be in love with death ! 
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LV. 

**■ Ah ! V what avail the largest g^ifts of Heaven^ 

^^ When drooping^ health and spuits go smiai? 
^ How tasteless then whateyer can be giTen? 
^ Health is the vital principle of bliss, 
^ And exercise of health. In proof of tfaii» 
^ Behold the wretch, who slogs his life a.wm7« 
^ Soon swallow'd in disease's sad abyn t 
^ While he whom toQ has brae'd, or manly plmy, 
^ Has light as air each limb, each thought as detr ii dij* 

LVI. 
" O who can speak^e vigorous joys of health ! 
*^ Undogg'd the body, onobscor'd the mind : 
** The morning rises gaj, with pleasing stealth, 
^ The tenq>erate evening falls serene and kind. 
** In health the wiser brutes true gladness ^d. 
* See ! how the younglings frisk along the meads 
^ As May comes on, and wakes the balmy wind ; 
** Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds : 
^Tet what but high-strung health this <1i>n<*f ffg p]^ 
saunce breeds ? 

Lvn. 

^ But here, instead, is foster'd every ill, 

^ Which or distemper^ minds or bodies know. 

u Come then, my kindred spirits ! do not spill 

" Your talents here. This place has but a show, 

** Whose charms delude you to the den of wo : 

M Come, follow me, I will direct you rig^t, 

^ ^Vhere pleasure's roses, void of serpents, groWf 



OF INDOLENCE . 245 

* Sincere as sweet ; come, follow this good knight* 

And you will bless the day that brought him to yout 
sight. 

Lvra.. 

tt Some he will lead to courts, and some to campp^ 
** To senates some, and public sage debates, 
^ Where, by the solemn gleam of midnight-lampii 
^ The w6rld is pois'd, and manag'd mighty states | 
^ To high discovery some, that new-creates 
^ The face of earth ; some to the thriving mar^ 
^^ Some to the rural reign, and softer &tes ; 
*^ To the sweet muses some,j|ho raise the I 
" All glory shall be yours, all- nature, and all 

LIX. 
*^ There are, I see, who listen to my lay, 

** Who wretched sigh for virtue, but despair : 

**" All may be done, (methinks I hear them say^^ 

^ Even death despisM by generous actions fair« 

" All but for those who to these bowers repair, 

•* Their every power dissolved in luxury, 

*^ To quit of torpid sluggishness the lair, 

*^ And from the powerful arms of sloth get free. 

A'Tis rising from the dead — Alas ! — ^it cannot be t 

LX. 
** Would you then learn to dissipate the band 

•* Of these huge threatening difficulties dire, 

** That in the weak man's way like lions stand, 

** Hii tool appal, and damp his rising fire ? 

** Reaolve, resolve, and to be men aspire. 
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* Exert thit noblest privilege, aloitf , 
** Here to mankind indalgM : control desire ; 
** Let godlike reason, fipom her sovereiga throne, 
• Speak the commanding word— /iriU/ anditudone. 



LXI. 
** HeftTens ! can you then thus waste, in shameful wIm 
** Tour few important days ol trial here ? 

* Hurs of eternity ! ybom to rise 

** Through endless states of being, still more near 
** To bliM approaching, and perfection clear, 

* Can yoa reaonnce a fortune so sublime, 

** Such glorious hopes^our backward steps to steer, 
*^ And roll, with vilest orutes, through mud and dime? 
** No ! no ! Your heayen-touch*d hearts disdain the sordid 



LXII. 
« Enough, enough !'^ they cried : straight from the crowd 

The better sort on wings of transport fly * 

As when amid the lifeless summits proud 

Of Alpine cliffs, where to the gelid sky 

SnCWB pil*d on snows in wintry torpor lie. 

The rays divine of vernal Phxbus play : 

Th' awaken'd heaps, in streamlets from on high. 

Roused into action, lively leap away. 

Glad warbling through the vales, in their newbein^ f^« 

LXIII. 
Not lets the life, the vivid joy serene, 

That lighted up these new created men, 

Than that which wings th* exulting spirit deiDi 

Wbenjugt deliver'd from this fleshy den. 
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It soaring; seeks its native skies agen : 
How light its essence ! how unclogg^'d its powerii 
Bejrond the blazon of my mortal pen I 
Even 80 we glad forsook these sinful bowers. 
Even such enraptnr'd life, such energy was oun. 

LXIV. 

But far the greater part, with rage inflamM, 
Dire-mutter'd curses, and blasphem'd high JoTe. 
** Ye sons of hate ! (they bitterly exclaim'd) 
** What brought you to this scat of peace and l07ef 
** While with kind nature here, amid the grovei 
^ We pass'd the harmless sabbath of our timei 
*^ What to disturb it could, fell men, remoTe 
" Tour barbarous hearts ! Is happiness a crime ? 
** Then do the fiends of hell rule in yon hearen sablime.* 

LXV. 
^ Te impious wretches," (quoth the knignt n wmth) 

^ Your happiness behold V^ — Then straight a wand 

He wav'd, on anti-magic power that hath, 

Truth from illusive falsehood to command. 

Sadden the landskip sinks on every hand ; 

The pure quick streams are marshy puddles found; 

On baleful heaths the groves all blackened stand ; 

And o^er the weedy foul abhorred ground, [around 

Snakes, adders^ toads, each loathsome creature^ crawls 

LXVI. 

And here and there, on trees by lightning scathVI» 
Unhappy wights Who loathed life yhung ; 
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Or, in fresh g^ore and recent murder bathed; 
They weltarmg; lay; or else, infuriate flange 
Into the |ioomy flood, while ravens sung^ 
The funeral dirgpe, they down the torrent rolled : 
These by distempered blood to madness stung^, [troUM 
Had doomed themselves : whence oft, when night eotk 
The world, returning hither their sad spirits howl'd. 

LXVII. 

Meantime a moving scene was open laid ; 
That lazar-house, 1 whilom in my lay 
Depaiioted have, its horrors deep displayed, 
And gave unnumberM wretches to the day, 
'Who tossing there in squalid misery lay. 
Soon as of sacred light th' unwonted smile 
Poured on these living catacombs its ray. 
Through the drear caverns str6tching many a mile, 
The sick up-raia'd their heads and dropped their 
a while. 

LXVIII. 

•* O heaven ! (they cried) and do we once more 
" Yon blessed sun and this green earth so fair ? 
^ Are we from noisome damps of pest-house fre« ? 
" And drink our souls the sweet ethereal air? 
" O thou ! or knight, or god I who boldest there 
'* That fiend, O, keep him in eternal chains I 
" But what for us, the children of despair, 
^ Brought to the brink of hell, what hope remainif 
** Repentance does itself but aggravate our pains. 
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LXIX. 
The gentle knight, who saw their rneilil eue* 
Let fall adown his silver beard some tears. 
" Certes (quoth he) it is not even in grace, 
^ T' undo^the past, and eke your broken years ; 
** Nathless, to nobler worlds repentance rears, 
^ With humble hope her eye ; to her is g^yen 
** A power the truly contrite heart that cheers ; 
*^ She quells the brand by which the rocks are ri76il« 
^ She more than merely softens, she rejoices Heaven. 

LXX. 

^ Then patient bear the sufferings you have earned* 

"^ And by these sufferings purify the mind s 
** Let wisdom be by past misconduct learn'd : 
*( Or pious die, with penitence resigned ; 
^^ And to a life more happy and refined, 
^ Doubt not, you shall, new creatures, yet arise* 
" Till then you may expect in me to find 
" One who will wipe your sorrow from your eyei, 
One who will sooth your pangs, and wing you to tlM 
skies !» 

LXXI. 

They silent heard, and pour'd their thanks in leant 

•* For you (resumed the knigh^ with sterner tone) 
^^ Whose hard dry hearts th' obdurate demon aetnt 
** That villain's gifts will cost you many a groan ; 
^^ In dolorous mansion long you must bem xm 
*^ His fatal charms, and weep your stains away ; 
*^ Till, soft and pure as infant goodness grown, 
♦* You feel a perfect change : then, who can say, [day.* 
What grace may yet shine forth in heaven'a etAcnaL 

2\* 
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Lxxn. 

This said, his powerful wand he wav'd anew 
Instant, a glorioos an§;el-train descends, 
Th« Charities, to wit, of rosy hue, 
SwMt loTe their looks a gentle radiance lends, 
And with seraj^c flame compassion blends. 
At one*, deli^^d, to their charge they fly ; 
When lo ! a goodly hospital ascends ; 
In which they bade each lenient aid be nigh, 
That could the sick*bed smooth of that sad company* 

LXXIIl. 
It was n worthy edifying sight, 

And gires to human kind peculiar grace, 

To see kind hands attending day and night, 

With tender ministry, from place to place. 

Some prop the head ; some, from the pallid &ce 

Wipe off the fidnt cold dews weak nature sheds ; 

Some reach the healing draught : the whilst, to cha8» 

The fear supreme, around their softenM beds. 

Some holy mau by prayer all opening heaven dispreads. 

LXXIV. 
Attended by a glaJ acclaiming train, 

Of those he rescued had from gaping hell, 

Then turuM the Kuight ; and to his hall again 

Soft-i^acing, sought of peace the mossy cell : 

Yet down his cheeks the gems of pity fell. 

To >ee the helpless wretches that remain^. 

There let"\ through delves and deserts dire to yell ; 

AmazM their looks with pale dismay were stained. 

And spreading wide their hands, they meek repentance 
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LXXV. 
Bat all ! their scomed day of g^race was pait ; 

For (horrible to tell) a desert wild 

Before them stretch'd, bare, comfortless, and rast) 

With gibbets, bones, and carcasses defil'd. 

There nor trim field, nor lively culture smil'd! 

Nor waving shade was seen^ nor fountain fair ; 

But sands abrubt on sands lay loosely pil'd, [caret 

Through which they floundering toiPd with painftd 

Whilst Phabui smote them sore, and fir'd the clqjidless air* 

LXXVI. 

Then varying to a joyless land of bogs, 
The saddend'd country a gray waste appear'd ; 
Where nought but putrid streams and noisome fogi 
For ever himg on drizzly Atuter's bearA ; 
Or else the ground by piercing Caunu sear'd 
Was jagg'd with frost, or heap'd with glazed snow. 
Thro' these extremes a ceaseless round they steer'd, 
By cruel fiends still harried to and fi-o. 
Gaunt Beggary^ and Seam^ with many hell-hoands mo«k 

LXXVII. 
The first was with base dunghill rags ydad. 
Tainting the gale, in which they flutter'd lig^t ; 
Of morbid hue his features, sunk, and sad ; 
His hallow eyne shook forth a sickly light ; 
And o'er his lank jaw-bone, in piteous plightf 
His black rough beard was matted rank and yile % 
Direful to see ! an heart-appalling sight ! 



1 
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MMHtime foul scurf and blotches bim adiie 
Ajid dogs, where'er he went, still barked all the "wliiliL 

Lxxvra. 

The other was a fell despiteful fiend : 
Hell holds none worse in baleful bower belov : 
By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancour kftcMl 
Ofman alike, if good or bad, theifce; Vv 

With nose up-tum'd, he always made a show« . 
As if he felt some nauseous scent ; his eye 
Was cold, and keen, like blast firom boreal snow \ 
And taunts he casten forth most bitterly. 
Such were the twain that off drove this UQgodly fty. 

LXXIX. 

Ev«ii 90 through Brtn^fitrd town, a town of mod* 

An herd of bristly swine is priek'd along ; 
The filthy beasts, that never chew the cud, 
Stfll grunt, and squeak, and sing their troublous 
And oft they plunge themselves the mire among : 
But aye the ruthless driver goads them on, 
And aye of barking dogs the bitter throng 
Makes them renew their unmelodious moan; 
Ke «T«r find they rest firom their unresting 
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